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And; for a Dime,
It Really Looks Good
on My Bookshelf
by Jay Lesandrini

I bought a used copy of Madame Bovaryfor a dime yesterday.
I read the first ten pages and then went to bed. When I woke
up this morning and left my house, I took the book with me.
When I got home tonight, I put the book on my bookshelf, and I
will probably never open it again. Now, if anyone asks me if
I've ever read Madame Bovary, I can say: "not all of it."
And; for a dime, it really looks good on my bookshelf.
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"If We Shadows Have Offended.

"

by Cindy L. Carbone

"Why me?" Shades of the argument kept drifting back to me.
"You're the eldest, Clara." Not by choice.
"You would know better than any of us what things are salvagable."
What makes me the expert on family relics?
"Besides, you took two weeks off from work to help Dad through
this ordeal. None of the rest of us can afford that kind of time." And I
can! Time has issued Clara two weeks, void of responsibility and
commitment, so that she can devote herself to sorting through the
lives of the family - like sorting through piles of dirty laundry that
have accumulated over the years.
Oh, how I resented this imposition, this duty. It seemed my lot in life
to be burdened with the chores of this family. I was always the one
pushed into the labors of keeping the house neat and tidy, keeping
the snotty noses wiped, keeping the dirty dishes out of the sink, and
keeping the younger children away from Mother when she was
working on a special household project - sewing, canning, orwhatever. I swear if indentured servants were still a sign of the times, I'd
own half of this county by now.
I tried to temper my anger by diverting my attention elsewhere. I
fiddled with the radio in vain, only catching strains of hymns or
messages of devotion and humility. My eyes wandered to the hills;
just barely visible above this sleepy little town. The contrast between
the somber serenity of those bluffs against the intrusion of the mill
towers and smoke stacks had an unsettling effect on me. This,
coupled with the silence in the car, seemed to prepare me for the
duty at hand.
As I entered the house, voices of the past surged deep from within.
I heard the strains of Sammy's harmonica trying to imitate the
current tunes of the day; Vivi's high pitched squeals in defense of
Paul's incessant teasings; and Hannah's pious chants over the
ceremony of lighting the Menorah during Hanukkah. I also heard the
echoes of Mother's repeated calls pulling at me - "Help me with
this" or "Help me with that." Each of these voices drew me deeper
into the house, deeper into the corners of my childhood memoriesdeeper into corners I wasn't sure I wanted disturbed.
Cautiously I ascended the stairs to the second level of the house.
Purposefully avoiding each of the bedrooms, I approached the
hideaway ladder which allowed access to the attic. I struggled to
catch the short cord dangling from the ceiling, and it had occurred to
me that it had been tied into a noose. Shuddering those implications
from my mind, I finally grabbed hold and pulled. The ladder held tight,
resisting all my efforts to unlock its secrets. Mustering up more
strength for the second try, I grabbed the noose again and pulled
once more. Still, no luck. It was as if someone was on the other side of
the ladder door mirroring all my efforts. Oh, for Mother's sake, if on
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the third try, I can't pull. .. Out of sheer stubborn spite for the ladder
door, I swore it wasn't going to defeat my purpose and yanked at the
noose with alii had. Finally, it gave way, spouting dust clouds at me
as it did so. If I was condemned to perform this task, I wanted to do it
quickly - with few complications. Nothing was gOing to stand in my
way. And, of course, nothing would. The family had once again
abandoned me.
Vivi couldn't possibly come. She had to tend to her horde of
children and prepare Tim for a business trip. (The man was 33 years
old - couldn't he prepare himself?) She had already neglected them
enough with the fu neral arrangements and all, and besides, the baby
had just come down with the chicken pox and she knew the whole
house would be filled with them soon.
Oh, Vivi! I suppose out of all of us, you remind me the most of
Mother. You and your devotion to your children, your husband, and
your lifestyle. You have graciously resigned your life in favor of
theirs. Nothing can tear you away from your martyrdom. Mother
should have been proud of you. You were always following in her
shadow.
Lennie couldn't stay away any longer than necessary. He had to be
in San Francisco early Monday morning for some big warehouse
deal his company was undertaking. According to Lennie, nothing
could happen without him - or his expert advice. But that was
Lennie, always looking out for himself, nurturing his own self
interests first. Isn't that what Mother taught him?
Hannah said she'd come over later. (I secretly wished later would
become sooner. I didn't want to face the attic alone.) First, she had to
make some phone calls and confirm the booth arrangements for the
local bazaar. Hannah was always organizing something and whatever she became involved in, she committed herself totally to it. The
words "no" or "I'm too busy" aren't a part of her vocabulary. Hannah
never outgrew a plea for help - from Mother or the masses.
Sammy and Paul only offered to pick up the refuse and haul it down
to the town dump after the initial chore was completed. They needed
the day to carefully scrutinize the details of the purchase contractfor
the offer Dad received on the house. They said they wanted to make
sure Dad was getting the best deal possible, to insure him some
stability. This was just another excuse. Somewhere in the back of my
mind I heard "hockey game" and knew where their allegiance lay.
This was a time to be concerned about Dad's stability and financial
future - after all the medical bills and travel. Instead the boys chose
to waste their time in front of - that shadow box, as Mother had
called it.
Fortunately, Dad didn't offer to help. I couldn't handle his grief or
remorse until I had my own under control, and the attic would trigger
too much of that for him. Fortunately he didn't see the relief on my
face when the earlier argument turned to him for resolution. I was
shocked when he admitted he would be in the dark up in the attic and
preferred to remain, entertaining the grandchildren.
Dad always displayed such confidence when confronted with an
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unfamiliar task. For him to admit any kind of weakness was a
travesty. Dad was too proud, his ties with the old country too strong.
The events of the last couple of days must have drained him more
than I thought.
Mother wasn't so meticu lous as to clean the attic weekly, but it was
still in order - a place for everything and everything in its place. Bits
and pieces of all our lives neatly stacked, side by side, starting with a
section devoted to each child, room in the house, or seasonal
activity. I scanned the room quickly, trying to assess the amount of
work to be done during the time allotted. The filtered sunlight
fighting its way into the room forced me to strain my eyes, so that I
could focus on each nook and crevice, each pile and box, each ...
There's that damn iron! Mother had sworn she would throw it away
as soon as I bought her a new one. I'll bet the steam attachment is
still in its original box. None of us were ever allowed to use it because
"it didn't do as good a job as sprinkling the clothes and putting them
in the refrigerator did." I'm sure that was just her excuse to keep us at
the ironing board longer than necessary. Oh, how she made me iron
Dad's work shirts and handkerchiefs over and over. First, I had to
master the handkerchiefs making sure each one was pressed flat
and each crease was at a so-deqree angle. Then I was forced to
master his work shirts - collars first, sleeves second, sides third, and
the back last. Each time the same strokes, back and forth - no room
for diversion. I remember arguing persistently that it didn't make any
difference if his handkerchiefs were perfectly pressed or that his
work shirts displayed a few wrinkles. No one would take notice of
how he looked for work anyway.
It was then that I painfully learned the valuable lesson placed on
my parents' pursuit of the American dream. I was taught to respect
my father's job, his attire, and the time he spent away from home
because he was doing it for his family. And he was proud to do it. For
all the time I put into ironing his work clothes, he'd better be proud.
Mother, I always knew Dad was a proud man and proud of his job, but
you never could convince me why we had to work so hard at making
him look good for labor which made him look so dirty.
Suddenly I realized the container I had been sorting through was
one of Mother's old wash tubs. I glanced about the attic searching for
its mate. It must be buried in the basement. Out of all the household
chores, washing was Mother's sole duty. Everyone helped out with
the preliminaries - carrying the water, dumping the water, and
hanging the clothes on the wash line - but Mother alone ran the
clothes over the wash board, while Lennie turned the hand crank on
the wringer. I remember chasing soap bubbles - or chasing after
Davy and Vivi chasing soap bubbles. It was always a task keeping
track of those two. The bubbles kept leading them into the garden or
into the raspberry patch or into the field of wild flowers behind our
house. If they got lost in there, it was hou rs before they'd allow themselves to be found.
Everyone loved that field. I enjoyed it, too, when I got the chance.
One oppressively hot summer, after Dad bought Mother her first
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washing machine, Mother suggested we take the tubs into the field,
fill them with water, and have a picnic. Sammy and Paul carried the
water from the well, Hannah helped me get the little ones dressed for
the swimming adventure, and Mother packed us a snack of fruit and
crackers. Lennie grabbed an old blanket from the basement which
needed airing out anyway, and off we went - all seven of us. What a
relief it was to splash in the cool well-water and then use the fragrant
wild flowers as a towel. I felt free, content, and allowed myself to be
lazy and carefree. I remember watching the clouds drift by, or the
butterflies hesitate above the flowers, or Hannah braid foxgloves
and lilies into Vivi's hair. But those carefree hours numbered few and
it wasn't long before Mother's voice called us all back to reality. I
wonder if that field still blooms as it did when I was a child. I wonder if
it is still there. I got up to see if I could see it from the attic window.
Highstepping it over more boxes and piles - clumsy me - I
stumbled over a pile of old records and instead of looking out the
attic window, I found myself staring at a box labelled Maryachev,
David N.,Corporal, G Company, 7th U.S.Infantry Reg iment. Davy! Oh,
Davy. Bungling my way to a safer position I gingerly unearthed the
box from its resting place. All that was left of Davy was in this box. I
hesitated to open it. He was so young.
Inhaling deeply, and closing my eyes, I lifted the lid. There was the
flag Mother received from the army officer, instead of her young,
brave son. She opened her arms tenderly to cradle the flag as if she
were cradling Davy,one last time. Yet she shed not one tear. Herface
was blank. She was deafeningly silent, too. She just placed the flag
with Davy's picture, his dog tags, and his Distinguished Service
Medal in the glass-covered bookcase near the fireplace. And then
she went into the kitchen and started to peel potatoes. Oh, Mother,
how could you! How could you shut Davy up, first in that cabinet and
then in this box? He was your son, your baby. My baby. He fought for
the same ideals you and Dad came to America for. Yet you shut those
ideals up in a box away from everyone. How could you shut my Davy
up like that? I remember you wouldn't let anyone else touch the flag,
then. Well, Mother, I'm touching it now. I'm holding it, cradling it,
crying on it. I'm grieving for Davy. I'm upholding those precious ideals
of yours and giving them life once aqain, I'm doing what a Mother
should do at the loss of a son, her son. My baby.
I sat nestled in that corner, holding Davy's flag, rocking back and
forth for quite some time. Occasionally I would sift through the other
treasures contained in the box - old letters from Davy, his platoon
picture, and the little mementos he'd sent home from the famous
places he'd been to - trying to impress us and reassure us that he
was doing "okay" as he always put it. He always made sure his letters
were positive ones, filled with news of his adventures, the lives of his
buddies - his "new found family," or the plans he'd hope to fulfill
when he got home. But he never did. He never upset Mother with
news of spilling blood. He never told Mother of the fear that lived with
him constantly. And he never told Mother how he hated the death all
around him. He never did.
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Still clutching Davy's flag, I felt compelled to move on. In that same
corner I happened upon Mother and Dad's steamer trunk. The one
they used to house all of their belongings on their trip to the
promised land. Now all it housed were rags, remnants, and scraps of
cloth from Mother's toil-less hours spent behind her sewing machine,
patching knees and sleeves, letting out hems, replacing lost buttons,
or reshaping an oversized housedress into a smockdress for one of
her daughters. Why did she keep all of these bits and pieces of
fabric? Here's the brown corduroy from the boys' winter jackets. And
the red plaid flannel used to line it. Underneath it lay the gray
sailcloth for Dad's work shirts and under that I found some flowered
cotton percale used for Vivi's and Hannah's school dresses. Close to
the bottom of the pile I noticed the cambric cloth she used to make
the white dress with the red apples on it. All of us wore that dress.
Each time a rip or tear emerged, another red apple was added to
cover the imperfection. By the time the dress had migrated down to
Vivi the hem had been readjusted so many times that there was
nothing left. To resurrect the dress, Mother found a scrap of very
delicate eyelet lace, just enough to go around the bottom of the
dress. I remember hating myself for growing up too soon, being too
gawky and gangly to wear the "new" dress with the delicate lace
hem. Oh, how I hated Vivi, too. She always got to wear the pretty
things, the delicate things, the eyelet lace hem dress.
Then my eyes came to rest upon a small wooden box, deeply
wedged into the corner of the trunk, protected against the world by
yards of fabric scraps. The box was highly polished, so much so, that
it gleamed in the feeble light of the attic. I was stunned. This box was
thought to have been lost years ago, lost to our memories, lost to our
heritage. My hands trembled as I fumbled to reveal its treasures.
Inside, Mother's only connection to the old world resided - a garnet
necklace, her Star of David pendant, and her wedding ring - none of
which she had worn since I was a small child. I think I was the only
one aware of this box, aware of its treasures, aware of Mother's
lineage. I was the only one who knew. But why were these wonders
shut away, like Davy's flag? Why did Mother shut everything that
meant something to her, gave her life meaning, up in a little box
buried under objects of work and servitude to a house or the family?
Why did you shut everyone out, Mother? Especially me. All those
others you crowded into your heart. Oh, Mother, every time I needed
you, you were too busy - ironing, sewing, washing, nursing another
baby! Even in death you seemed ... preoccupied! Mother, willi ever
know you! Will I ever understand? Is the answer here - among the
piles, the rags, the shadows? Where did we lose each other, Mother?
"Clara? Clara! Have you found anything?" It was Hannah's voice.
As she came up the ladder, she turned on the attic light, chasing
away the shadows. I just clutched Davy's flag and Mother's box of
treasures to my bosom and held back the tears no more.

__
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Paradise
by Debbie Edwards
I look down and see a trickle of bright, red blood curling through
and mixing with the milky blue suds of the SOS pad. Out of habit, I
quickly shove the injured finger into my mouth - salty sweet joined
with bitter astringent. I make a face. Then spit.
I eye the cut. It's small, but jagged. I reach to pick up the garden
hose and then hold the wound underneath the cold, gurgling water.
Cleaning the barbeque grill was never something I particularly
enjoyed, anyway. It's just the kind of thing that unemployed college
graduates do for their moms after an August cookout.
The moms don't have to ask; the graduates offer. Kind of thankyou-for-continuing-to-support-me-even-after-you've-spent-yourentire-life-supporting-me type gesture.
It's all only a matter of time. It's all part of the cycle.
I have studied man. I have peered deep into the essence of
humanity. I have gloried in its masterpieces and analyzed its failures.
And I have studied well.
I have internalized not just the knowledge, but the yearning in the
spirit of mankind. I have uncovered man's limitless potential. There
are no boundaries to complete gratification. There are no walls
which bar man from paradise.
One only has to follow the cycle - to scrutinize every action, every
instance, and strive for perfection. And await the culmination of his
faultlessness.
The bleeding has stopped, for the most part, and I grab my steelwool ally and go to work on the metal tines. Crusted meat drippings
and burnt marshmallow middles drip to the ground. It will be
spotless, spot-less, soon.
It's the only way. If goodness begets goodness, surely perfection
begets perfection. Life in the cycle is a constant search; a search for
those things which transcend the concrete world, a search forthose
slices of reality that are - that must be - inevitably linked to man's
utopia.
I rinse off the grill, and it shines in the twilight. I lean it against the
concrete step to dry while I turn the water off.
It's kind of tricky - turning the water off - without getting the
sneakers muddy. From the step, to two small stones, and then to the
cracked, salmon-colored patio brick.
Half-way there.
I stoop to turn the ridged metal wheel right, right, right - until I feel
the tension and pressure. With one more twist, the flow of water will
cease completely. I turn it hard.
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There are bubbles of water on the siding surrounding the faucet. I
use my finger to trace the rounded forms of the droplets. The cool
water soothes my cut.
Patio brick, stone, stone, and back porch step. The sneakers
remain relatively mud-free. Victory.
.
I sit on the low concrete and lean against the back door. I cross my
arms, rest my elbows on my knees, and look up.
The sky is a real light purple; so light that it almost looks white. But
if you put something white, white up against it, you could see the
purple tinge.
Opalescent.
That's it. The sky is a lazy, opalescent violet.
I stare at it for a long time. It is passive, soft. It is the color of calm, of
fulfillment.
The clouds roll, and the night gets darker; but the color doesn't fade.
It is the color of nirvana.
Tonight, that state of absolute blessedness - where desire,
passion, hatred, and delusion become extinct - is embodied in the
evening sunset. Oblivion to care or pain; rest, harmony, stability, and
joy reached by one in whom all craving is extinguished. The
attainment of truth and unchanging being: ecstasy, bliss. That is
salvation.
My nirvana sky.
It is the qUintessence of tranquility.
It is absolute.
It is definite.
It is perfection.
I stare at it intensely, absorbing as much as possible before the
darkness takes my violet-sky away. Through the eyes and into the
soul. I must keep the feeling there; guard it.
And then I will know what to look for.
A car engine races and jerks my head from the sky. My mother
turns the back porch light on and looks down at me through the
heavy, weathered screen.
"Have you finished with the grill, dreamer?"
I nod, rise, and hold up my paragon.
She says, "Nice job," and means it.
But in the light of the bare bulb, I see a spot. A tiny piece of meat
clinging to the surface, dulling the shine. I swallow hard and hand her
the grill.
She smiles and uses her elbow to flick off the outside light.
And as I stand alone in the darkness, my finger begins to throb.

~
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Laughter
For Henri
by Ed Steele

I sing in
the laughter
that runs
electric
between us
in the laughter
that kisses
our eyes
and dances
with our fears
in the laughter
that hides my
hand as I reach
for you
and speak in
unspoken

emotions.
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Cabin Art
by Jay Lesandrini

From a chimney
in a cabin
beside a stream
in a painting
upon my wall,
there is smoke.
An artist lives
in the cabin
beside the stream
in the painting
upon my wall;
there he paints.

____________________
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Hart
by Lisa Bucki

The slim, juvenile fingers released the bowstring, flipping a slick
ash arrow on a furtive path through the trees. The bowstring
hummed and reverberated as it resumed a stiff line. A buck 50 yards
away couldn't save itself. So the buck went down, bleating as its front
legs crashed down on brittle leaves, expelling a mouthful of blood
and mucus with a rasp as its body forced the arrow all the way
through a flooded lung.
"It's mine, Dad, it's mine!" a boy shouted. Daniel was 15, the oldest
of his friends who had not claimed a buck. The silence of the stalk
crowned his years of anticipation and had left Daniel feeling
distended, full of action and noise that he should have already used.
Releasing the arrow had released his kineticism; he leaped ahead
and yelped in pleasure as he approached his buck.
The call darted and bounced among the trees reaching the man in
the black and red checks. Hart took the arrow from his own bow and,
reaching over his back, placed it in the deerskin quiver. Daniel's
voice ended Hart's hunt also, but Hart's expression and stance
changed little. The mottled brown and gold of his eyes was not warm,
just flat, dry. The eyes scanned through trees as if they could hear
the direction where the voice came from. The eyes acted instinctively,
animalistically. When the eyes stopped mid-sweep, Hart set off in the
direction of their focus.
Hart followed no path, preferring to clear his own way with the
heavy soles of his boots crushing the fragile, spidery brush that
formed a mat around the trees. One step of the truck-tire soles
pressed a still-tender sapling to the ground, and when it was
released it sprung upright and slashed at the man's calf in indifferent
revenge. Its contact with Hart's leg produced a whistling slap whose
sound reached Daniel; but Hart only blinked. He continued on a
straight path for Daniel, who was crouched beside the honeyskinned animal he had slain.
"Funny, Dad, late fall and he still has his antlers," Daniel said. "Only
two points. He's young, but he'll do."
"Points or no points, you kilt 'em, and we'll be eatin 'em," Hart
commented flatly. "Now we'd best haul 'im home."
"Yes, Dad," the boy answered, his emotion flattened by his father's
tone. The boy noticed how anything he said seemed to bounce right
off his father.
Hart turned his back on Daniel to find a beam to use to carry the
buck home. His eyes moved in their turrets, seeking through the
trees. Several yards away, a thin tree lay on the ground. Hart strode
unswervingly to the tree, pulling a hatchet from his beltline as he
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stepped through briars which swarmed and curled on the forest
floor. On reaching the tree, Hart raised the hatchet and systematically amputated the many limbs of the tree. When he had stripped
a six-foot section that was as big around as his son's forearm, he
severed the roots and the crown. Hart turned back toward the buck,
pulling the beam up to his shoulder.
It had only taken Hart a few minutes to prepare the beam and
return to Daniel and the buck. The boy had pulled a long length of
rope from beneath his hunting jacket (which was also checked like
his father's) and was straightening the buck's forelegs before the
crisp cold could stiffen them. Steam flowed through the fall air,
coming in intermittent puffs from Hart and Daniel and coming in a
steady curl from the buck's bloody wound.
"That's it, boy. Good thinkin'," Hart said, his voice more droning
than praising. Daniel acted as if it was the best kind of compliment
his father could give, his voice rising to a pitch that offensively
overrode the soothing shush-sh-ah of leaves tickled by the wind.
"Thanks, Dad. Are we about ready to get it home?"
"Well, I got to pull the arrow out first so we can lay the body flat and
truss it up. Then we tie the legs around the beam with a figure-eight
knot."
The buck was young, fairly light. But the angle at which the arrow
had entered forced them to lift it high to pull the shaft out, almost to
an upright position. The buck looked as if it were grazing, its head
falling in a graceful line to its knees. The ash arrow was still straight,
but the steel killing paint had lodged itself in the lung; Hart worked
the arrow in a circular pattern to loosen it, then disengaged it with a
snapping jerk towards his body. The sucking sound made Daniel
turn his face away, but Hart ignored the boy's reaction.
They lowered the buck, rolled it over, and quickly lashed its legs to
the beam. Slinging their bows over their left shoulders, they both
swept down in an awkward dip to catch up the beam; Daniel had the
front, and Hart took up the back. The father and son did not speak.
Rather, they struggled along at their separate ends of the beam,
each feeling the tension of the other's pull. As they guided the buck's
body among the trees, they swayed below the beam in tiny, fitful arcs
back and forth.
Now that they had their buck, there was no need to be noiseless.
Their success even made them careless in the way they kicked the
leaves along and splintered Fall's branches beneath their boots.
Hart said nothing as he walked behind Daniel. Because he was
almost six inches taller than the boy, he had to stoop a little so the
weight of the buck wouldn't slide forward on the beam. In that
crouched position he looked as if he were drawing down to gather
force to leap forward and pursue - pursue an animal with all his
energy. But Hart remained steady and taut behind his son, his eyes
still sweeping back and forth across the forest. Hart's scope passed
directly over Daniel's head, choosing the easiest route ahead. He
only let his view fall to the narrow back in front of him when he felt it
was necessary to redirect the boy's path with a grunting "Right!" or
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"Left there!"
Daniel's only reactions to his father's mutterings were sideways
steps to change the aim of the beam. Sometimes, when the forest
became more dense, it was difficult to maneuver the unwieldy beam
between the tree trunks. In those thickets, Hart's eyes stopped
sweeping and instead darted from point to point as he helped Daniel
guide the beam with an increased frequency of grunts. Hart didn't
even slow his steps through the close tree trunks, pushing the beam
so quickly that Daniel sometimes lost control of his feet and tripped
over roots. As they walked farther, the thickets became more
frequent, and Daniel began to stumble more often.
"Dad, I need a rest - just a little one," he said. His voice had settled
in to the whine of a sleepy five-year-old.
"Um-hm, boy, but only for a mite," Hart said shortly.
They pulled the beam from their shoulders and dropped the buck
to the ground, allowing it to roll on its side as they released it. Daniel
pulled his bow from his other shoulder so he could sit on a fallen log.
The wood felt chill and spongy through his jeans, and each time he
pressed his hands into the moss on it, beads of water grew and ran
from his fingertips and dropped to the ground. Daniel looked away
from the log and looked at his father's back. Hart had not spoken
while they rested, but he seemed to feel his son's movement and
immediately spun around and pointed his hand towards the buck.
After Daniel pushed himself up they arranged their bows and beam
on the appropriate shoulders and continued through the thicket in
silence.
They conquered three large hills together, and then there seemed
to be more space between the trees, making their steps come easier.
Soon they faced the end of the forest, and a pattern of brilliant
spaces lay between the subdued trees. Hart and Daniel maneuvered
out between two trunks and light drenched them, the red checks in
their jackets seeming to be illuminated to a new hue - almost orange.
They had stepped into a field, and a cabin made of logs with the bark
still on them lay not far ahead. Daniel turned around to face his
father and smiled, but Hart seemed only to notice the cabin ahead.
In a minute they had reached the cabin and had dropped the buck.
Daniel followed his father into the structure; the door swung loosely
from its hinges. Square beams of light filtered in through the
windows, making the dust particles floating in the muggy air glimmer
like fresh snow. Daniel passed through one of the beams and took a
candle to the embers in the stone fireplace. He touched the wick to
the embers and blew softly; the embers flushed, then glowed an
orange-white and lit the candle. The candlelight seeped through the
heavy air, almost pushing its way to the corners of the room.
Hart had scuffed over the sand that coated the wooden floor to the
dark area that lay beyond the candlelight's fingers. He crouched
near two narrow beds that were crowded together in the corner.
Reaching under his own bed, he groped for a minute and retrieved
one of his treasured possessions. Hart stood, and came slowly to
where Daniel stood holding the candle. The orange reflection of the
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candle flame bounced off the object in Hart's grasp and tinted
Daniel's pale skin. He was still as his father approached, with glinting
steel rising from a calloused hand.
"Let's skin 'em, boy," Hart said in a subdued voice, and he turned
and walked outside. Daniel set the candle in its holder on the table
and returned to the buck.
Hart directed Daniel to take up the beam again. They carried the
buck to a chestnut tree with low branches that shaded roots which
arched over the dusty soil. The father and son left their jackets on in
the coolness. At last they bent and released the buck from the beam.
Daniel watched Hart tie a noose in the rope and then throw the other
end over one of the sturdier branches. Daniel lowered himself to a
kneel and positioned the noose around the buck's hind legs, pulling
the free end with one hand as he steadied the knot with his other. He
rose and looked at his father, who had been scrutinizing his work.
Daniel put his fragile hands beneath his father's on the rope, and
together they heaved the buck up and tied off the rope.
Daniel had seen his father dress out a buck before, but this time it
was his own buck, and his eyes never left his father's moving hands
which whipped the knife through the animal. First Hart slit the throat
so that the blood raining out formed a sticky, brick-colored mud
beneath the carcass. Daniel probed deep in his coat pockets with his
hands, and as he watched his father he kicked tensely at the dirt,
puffs of dust rising from beneath his feet like smoke from a
smouldering log.
"Get me a hacksaw, boy." Daniel turned and quickly trotted a few
yards over the packed dirt to a toolshed to get the saw. He slammed
the shed door behind him, and noticed that some amber dust had
clung to spots of blood on his boots. He returned to the buck and his
father with the saw.
Hart slit the buck's belly and cleared out the gelatinous organs,
throwing them in a pile far to the side. He used the saw to cut open
the chest and to sever the head and the front legs. He handed Daniel
the heart and threw the rest of the chest filling onto the pile he had
created - flies had already attacked the malodorous intestines.
Hart took the knife and slipped it between the hide and flesh, using
smooth strokes to work the skin off in a neat sheet. As he reached up
to start a new stroke, Hart slashed his hand that was holding the
sheet of skin. He dropped the knife to the dirt and brought his hands
together, clasping his good hand over the wound to stem the flow of
blood. He didn't cry out; he only turned to look at Daniel, who had
sprung to stand next to his father.
Daniel knew that the wound was deep because blood was already
seeping into the lines in the skin on Hart's clasped hand, pushing out
into a pattern like that of the autumn-bare tree branches above their
heads. Hart looked down into his son's smooth face. Daniel's eyes
gaped wide, and his lips opened and closed as if he wanted to speak
but couldn't.
"Can you finish 'em, boy?" Hart asked Daniel.
Daniel didn't answer. He crouched quickly and turned to where the
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knife lay in the dirt. He picked up the knife, wiping the dark blood
thickened with dirt onto his pants. Daniel finished skinning the buck
with the same type of strokes his father had used, setting the skin
aside when he finally cut it loose from the carcass. Daniel turned to
the buck a last time and flicked the knife along a shoulder, cutting off
even filets of venison which were freckled with blood.
"We'll finish 'em later," Daniel said, turning to his father. "I wanna
eat some now." Hart smiled and nodded his head.
Daniel sprung to the cabin and grabbed some twists of straw from
a splintering bucket on his way in. He placed these on the embers
and covered them with kindling. A few easy breaths, and flames
began to consume the straw and wood Daniel had laid. He put a
heavier log on the fire.
Hart had followed Daniel into the cabin and had torn some strips
from a cloth. Daniel came to his father and bound the bloody hand
with the strips of cloth in a figure-eight fashion - around all the
fingers then around the thumb. He didn't look up at his father but
turned and strided to some hand-made cupboards along one wall of
the cabin.
Daniel cleaned the knife and sliced some vegetables - potatoes,
carrots, and turnips. He put them in an iron stewpot with the venison,
sprinkled in salt and pepper, and poured in some water from an iron
hand pump by the cupboards. He carried the pot over to the fire and
crouched down to where Hart sat stretching his hands out towards
the fire. Hart looked up, and Daniel stared back into his eyes. The
light of the flames danced between them and across their faces. Hart
smiled and Daniel turned to hang the pot on an iron hook that swung
over the fire.
They got up and sat at the grey, faded wooden table to wait for their
venison stew.

__________________
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The Awakening
by Linda Shay
I've been to the bowery
with the sun in my face
I'd never seen
people
parked
just anyplace
I've been to the bowery
of my own dank despair
No one
to blame
I'd thrown myself there
The horror was in
knowing
I'd thrown
myself
there
The awakening was in
knowing
I'd thrown
myself
there
If ever I go to the bowery
again,
I hope
to find
that place
condemned
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Untitled
by Rhet Lick/iter
Rising slowly with the altitude of the long hill, we felt the grass
against our feet and the frayed edges of our blue jeans around our
ankles.Above the hill we saw the smoke drifting into the sky. The thin
and formless smoke drifting. Rising, we began to see tops of the
factory, looking like strange plants against the crest of the hill.
Rising, realizing our confusion of scale, our disorientation of space,
our misconception of distance. It stood far away, working. The
factory was working. We heard the faint hum we were familiar with,
the quiet but dense hum we knew were the machines. The engines.
The gears, the belts, the lifts, all turning and moving together,
working. Rising, leaning slightly forward, rising to the drone of the
factory, as it rode the coming smoke, and met us, we reached the
ridge of the fertile hill.
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Della and Snake
by Dawn Stein
I have always been the kind of person who wonders about people
and things, and I have some neighbors who have kept me pretty busy
with plenty to wonder about. It's not real important how or where
Snake and Della met, the main thing is they had been married nine
years when I got to know them. At first, because of the way the world
looks at things, they seemed an unlikely, funny couple. He was short,
five feet or so, 125 pounds, while Della was five feet seven or so, and
207 pounds. You pictured them making love, and in your mind it was
real funny, but you shouldn't do that - picturing stuff making lovereal love is never funny.
Anyway, Snake was a feisty, loudmouthed,
bragging, aggressive
little man. Always trying to outalk or outdo some taller man. But, Della
loved him even beyond the love-is-blind thing. Anything Snake did
was all right with Della. I mean even the way she cooked his meals;
he had so many things he disliked, and his food had to be just right. I
mean JUST RIGHT. He was the kind of man who even liked gravy on
his lamb chops. Very few vegetables, hardly any fruit and all that. All
of which made Della gain more weight, because, of course, she had
to taste it to be sure it was just right. She could make homemade
bread that would make you kill yourself. She did everything. Wash,
cook, clean, garden, shop, chauffeur, watch football games, listen to
him lie, pet, massage and make love too. Maybe more, you know, I
don't know everything.
I know he was proud of Della. He was always bragging down there
at the pool hall and at work about her, but he never told her, thinking
just staying with her was enough. Well, after nine years, maybe he
was right. Their marriage musta been strong, because they got over
some real big hurdles, which made me wonder at the way it all turned
out. Like one night I ran over to their house. They had a nice little
house, sitting all by itself on a neat little lot, that they rented. Anyway,
I went over there, and he was standing on a box directing her how to
tie a rope over a beam so he could hang her. Shouting, "I am the Man,
you gonna have to do what I say. I ain't taking no shit." Della was just
a crying. She was trying to tie the rope like he was telling her. I told
her later, "You are a fool. Big as you is, you gonna let that little man kill
you? Help him kill you?" That's when I found out it wasn't the first
time. Anyway, she jus said, "I don't think he was really gonna do it."
And, smiling, went on about cooking him something special. I just
really want you to know she thought he was special, that he had
power, black and otherwise. Whatever he said, she believed him. I
mean, that man had him a woman.
Now, there's always a little hell waiting around paradise, and
Della's hell was that every once in a while Snake would hit her,
abused her. It hurt and it didn't hurt. But, it seemed to do so much for
him, being so small and all, hitting a woman so large, she never tried
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to hit him back. He would tell everyone down at the pool hall and
work (again), "I know I am boss." He pranced as he told them, his
chest stuck out in pride, (he had a lot of that). He had whipped his
woman, al1207 pounds of her. All those pounds that loved him. Then
this thing happened that made me wonder at them, because they
had been through such big things and this seemed little to me, you
might say.
It was a day that Della had not been feeling well, maybe lost a baby
or something almost as important; she was always trying to make
one. Also her special cake for Snake had burned while she was trying
to untangle something in the washing machine, and when she put
the cake on the sink she burnt her hand, and in flinging her arm out
she hit the filled dish drainer rack. It fell to the floor, and dishes and
glass flew everywhere. She was barefoot and cut her foot tripping
across the floor. She burst into loud, dreadful tears and ran into the
hall past the sign that read GOD BLESS THIS HOME through the
pink door she had painted because pink made her feel like a woman
qoinq into a romantic bedroom. She flung herself across the bed
onto the spread she had crocheted painstakingly to laugh and love
on. She cried herself to sleep.
When Snake came home, he did his lion's roar at the door, and
receiving no answer he went through the house and found Della
asleep and he got mad. He started stomping around and shouting at
her about the dirt (there was no dirt), the filthy kitchen (just broken
dishes, that's ail), no dinner (well, there was none, but my lord), the
messed up favorite cake (as if it was on purpose), and anything else
his little mind could come up with. He never did ask her what was
wrong. He kept shouting, "A man this and a man that."
Della swung her legs around and sat on the edge of the bed and
tried to smile and explain. She was still trying to smile and explain
when Snake came rushing up and slapped her twice. One way and
then back the other. Her arm must have shot out in reflex. She caught
him solid and he flew all the way across the room, through the door
and hit the wall in the hall and blacked out. Della went and picked him
up and placed him in bed. That Della was strong. When he woke up
an hour or so later, he looked around him and cried.
"I can't never live with you no more. You always gonna think you
bettern me. That's what you want, to be the man. Well, I ain't staying
nowhere I can't be the man. You get yourself and your stuff together
and get out of my house as soon as you get some money. I'm takin all
we got now cause I done made it all while you sat there on your butt.
You the man now, you can get you some more." Della reached for
him, "Please Snake, please Daddy, I'm begging you not to leave."
She stood there with tears pouring down. He left, leaving the door
open so she could watch him leaving, wobbling away dragging that
suitcase, taking the car. She finally shut the door and went to bed, for
two weeks.
I tended her and checked on her, but she wouldn't eat nothing or
talk, and usually she's a big talker. Time takes care of everything and
time took care of her. Pretty soon she got up and went to find work.
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She was still grieving, but with everything bad there's good, and she
was losing weight like thunder. Snake had got him a room somewhere
and was busy telling everybody everywhere that he done left Della.
"Della didn't know how to treat a man," so he said and she would
have to learn before he would set foot in that house again. But, every
day when he came out of that door at work, lunch and Quitting time,
he seemed to be looking for somebody. Pretty soon, he would go to
the windows and peer out all through the day, but nobody was there,
least not Della. He let everybody know where he lived, but she didn't
go there either.
There was a church social coming up, and I talked two days to get
her to go and even helped her to buy some new things to wear that fit
her. I can tell you honestly that Della at 135 pounds was a whole new
better Della than she was at 207 pounds. She was good looking. She
danced every dance once I got her started, and laughed and laughed
and laughed with happiness. Snake wasn't there; he was probably at
the pool hall bragging about his hold on her. There was a nice man
there named Charles, and he took to Della like white on rice. Soon
they was going out together, being seen a lot. Snake heard about it.
He wanted to come around and save his ego at the same time, so he
began tocome around the house and tell hershe had to move out, he
needed a place. I know he wanted her to say "Come home, Snake"
but she didn't. Instead she said, "Give me a month to see what I'm
gonna do and how, then I be gone." He didn't really want that house,
he wanted Della, but his pride and ego kept him from telling her. I
don't really know what would have happened if he had told her, but
anyway Charles told her to move in with him; he was buying his own
house. She just said she would think about it.
One day Snake came by to check on his house and Charles was
there. Snake said, blustering, "Well, I'm here now, and you better go.
This is a husband talkin' to his wife and you oughta leave." Charles
answered softly, "Well, Snake, I didn't come to see you at your
invitation. I came to see Della at her invitation, so you can't tell me to
go, only Della can do that." Snake said, taken aback, "This is my
house. I say what goes on here and this is my wife." Della said softly,
"This is the landlord's house and I been paying the rent, Snake, so it's
not you house." She looked neat and clean and pretty, and you could
smell the food cooking. Snake repeated, stubborn, "I want to talk to
my wife. Charlie said, just as stubborn, "When she tells me to go, I
wilL" Della said, "I invited him to supper, Snake. I can't tell my
company to go." Snake said, "I'm your man, invite me to supper."
Della said back, "No, you said you wasn't my man, that I was the man.
Charlie don't think I'm a man."
Now, all the time I been knowing Della, she always said how Snake
didn't remember no birthday presents or Valentine's Day or nothing.
She always gave him things, but when Snake came back he was
dressed up and had a bag of candy in his right hand and some
flowers in his left hand. But he came in fussing, "Ain't you gonna offer
me no dinner or cake or nothin? Are you just gonna give some to that
Charles that don't want nothin but to go to bed with you? Then he
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gonna be gone, just like he done all them other women I done heard
of." Della jumped up and went to get some cake, and don't think
Snake didn't take heart from that. "Sure," she said, "I got plenty of
cake. You want some coffee?" Snake leaned back, smiling, "Yes, I
would like some coffee too."
As he ate the cake Della was quiet, but he talked a lot about how
well he was doing. "And I been thinking about a trip, like a vacation."
Della sighed; he went on talking. "Maybe putting some money in this
house to make it look a little better." Della looked around the room
and nodded. He smiled and went on, "M ight even go head and try to
get one of my own." Della's eyes opened wide and she said, "It must
be nice to own you own house." That encouraged
him, his chest
came out, and he decided to play his ace card and hit Della with
something that would wake her up and make her realize she didn't
want to lose him. "Della," he said, serious like in a new deep voice, as
he wiped the last cake crumb from the corner of his mouth, "Della, we
gonna have to do something now, or I'm going to get a divorce." The
room was real quiet while Della stared at Snake, her man forso long.
"You done found somebody else you love, Snake?"
He laughed. "No, I don't want none of these women that keep
running after me. They worry me to death." He waited for her to cry
out, "I don't want no divorce, Snake." But she didn't. She just sat
there staring down at the floor, and pretty soon tears came slowly
down her cheeks. Snake saw this and felt his point was won. He
stood up and stuck out his chest, saying, "Well, Della, we can't go on
like this. I'm a man." Della looked up and the tears stopped and dried.
"I need a woman. And if it's gonna be you, then say so; if it ain't, then I
better get on about my business and get my divorce." He waited a
moment for her to say the word that would give him his old good life
back, but there was only silence, Della looking at the floor again. He
straightened up and looked around the home toward the bedroom,
where he really wanted to go and lay his big pride down. He tried to
think of a way to stretch his visit out, but had played his ace too soon,
so he cleared his throat and gave himself the next invitation. "I'll be
by in a few days to get your answer, and I'm gonna come with my
bags, Della."
Della started crying, and he went to put his arms around her and
rub her back. "Della, you know I'm your man, now act like you got
some sense, girl, and cut out all this dating and stuff. You my wife and
you lucky I didn't kick ass this day." She stepped back from his arms.
He continued, "Go wash your face and go to bed; no more company
tonight. I'll be back in a few days, Friday, with my bags and get you life
back together again cause you acting like a fool." She let him kiss her
and then led him to the door, and he left feeling good about being a
man about the whole thing.
Della didn't sleep much that night and got up saying she might as
well get this over with, and went downtown and got a lawyer and filed
for a divorce, which takes 30 days in this town, then came back home
and moved most of her stuff in my house. When Friday came she
went over and sat on a chair right in front of the door and waited for
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Snake. He came grinning in with his suitcase without knocking, and
she handed him the papers saying, "This what you want, Snake. If
you want it, it must be right. But, I like married life, so I'm gonna be
marrying up with Charles when this is final. I done moved, so here is
your house, now I'll be going." He cussed her again, but didn't try to
hit her, and he told her, "I don't want this house; ain't nothin in it." She
left first, then he did, and the next day she moved all her stuff back in
it.
Shewas true to herword. When the divorce was final, the marriage
plans were made. I wondered about all that, so I ask her, "Don't you
think you rushin into one marriage after another?" She always takes
her time to answer. "No," she said, "I really done learned a lot in these
few months when I been working on a job and workin this stuff out
with Snake. I know about cookin and not havin your own money or
waiting for somebody to bring you some, and sleepin alone, or with a
husband. My life ain't never gonna be like it was before, ever again.
But I like havin a husband, I want a man of my own." So the marriage
plans went on.
I was sitting at home sewing and wondering about people when
about two days before the little wedding, Della came running and
screaming over to my house, tears streaming down, she was what
you call hysterical. She couldn't say a word, just screaming, "Snake,"
so I followed her over to her house. Snake was hanging from that
same rafter he was always going to hang Della from; looked like he
had kicked the chair over. Me, I believe it was an accident and that
chair fell over. I think he was trying tofix it so Della would catch him in
time to stop him and realize she loved him, or he was fixin it for her
and the chair fell over. Anyway, hewas hanging there dead. I took her
home and called Charles, and he took care of everything, like a man.
She didn't have to do anything except sign some papers for the
insurance. She wanted to put the wedding off, but Charles wouldn't
have none of that. And all those arrangements made too.
They got married, and she moved into her new home. It's been a
year or so now, and they seem happy and peaceful, and Della is
gainin' her weight back, up to 200 pounds and just as happy as she
can be. Sometimes when she gets to thinking about Snake, she says
"I still believe if I had been there, he wouldn't have done that. He
would have used me instead, and we'd all be alive today." I tell her,
"Better for that fool to accidentally kill hisself like a fool than for you
to be a fool and let him kill you." Sometimes I wonder about Della.
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By the side of the road
by Ivy Fleischer

It's dark out. The street light above her is flickering. It doesn't
matter. She'll sit there until at least 11 o'clock. You see, this is her life,
or I should say living, as the lady who cuts my hair corrected me. She
sells all kinds of flowers from her lime green plastic barrels. And she
sits there, reading a book.
Sometimes, she has a customer. I guess, romance brings on the
spontaneity in a person in love. I see a couple. They stop abruptly,
almost missing the large gravel area that she sits in. It only happens
at night, I swear. And the driver leaves his motor running, with the car
lights on. Suddenly, as he gets out of the car, it looks as if his car is
possessed and from outer space, and that it is about to take off
without him, leaving him far away from his beautiful love. Smoke
streams out of the tailpipe and forms different shapes in the light of
the car. Before closing his car door, he leans over to kiss his love
goodbye. He slams the door and runs to the girl who sits reading her
book, as if no one is there. She ignores him. He calls out to her while
his car engine seems to beckon his quick return. The engine whirs
quickly then slowly; seeming to choke on the cold night air. He points
to some roses. The girl puts down her book and stares in the
direction of his finger. She moves slowly and with precision. Thin
green paper wraps around the bunch of flowers. Tiny fingers grab for
loose change, and soon the man is back in his car. The windows are
steamed now. I can just barely make out another kiss from the
woman he is with.
The girl returns to her chair. She shuffles her things around, and
she picks up her book, seeming to remember with ease her exact
place. She is mesmerized once again.
I drive by several times to watch this all happen. Sometimes, I will
wait at the intersection across the four-lane road, pretending that I
cannot turn for the traffic. I wonder if I make her nervous. Nobody
really stops there. In fact, I can't understand why she sits there. She
must like to read. The middle of nowhere, I hardly see why anyone
would want to buy flowers there. But, she always comes back.
She always looks the same too. She has oriental eyes that slant to
the sky. Her black hair is always tied up in one braid or two. In the
winter, she wears a fat aqua blue coat that looks as if she has piled a
million sweaters underneath. She wears blue jeans and old brown
boots. She has a blanket that sits over her lap; I suppose it keeps her
legs warm. I wonder if she hasagun.l'd carrya gun.I'd have one hand
on mybook,and one hand on my trigger. This isa big city; lunatics run
rampant. They wait and watch you until they know your every move,
and then they come in for the kill. I think I read about it in the
newspaper. She must have a gun.
She hasasoftface ... a pale yellow complexion. She isaskinnygirl;
I don't think she was ever a tomboy. She sits there so placidly,

manuscripts

29

mesmerized by her book. I wonder if it's the same book. I can never
make out the title. She never seems to notice me, or anyone else.
Cars speed by her; in the rain they practically splash water on her.
But she sits there, in her slicker, holding an umbrella, reading her
book.
It must be a mystery. How else could it keep her so intrigued? I
wonder if she likes Agatha Christie. And then there were none. I
always liked that one. Who was it who did it? I have to read it again.
I don't have time for much reading. I'm not home enough to read. I
work all day at a factory nearby and then I ride around. I like to go to
Wendy's. I can have my hamburger"justtheway
I like," and a "Frosty .
... to go." I bring it back with me to the intersection where I can sit and
watch her.
If I wait late enough at night, I can see her friends, or boss, or
whoever it is pick her up. They come in a big semi with hundreds of
those plastic green barrels that hold flowers. Other people stand in
the back of this semi, holding on to the sides of the truck. I can see
them because the truck has no back. They all look so serious. I can't
make them out clearly, but I can tell. Only one person helps her with
her flowers. She has not sold many in the night and the barrels must
be heavy. Still, she must put down her book and carry her flowers to
the truck - the chair too.
I feel sorry for the girl. She works all day, rain and shine, more than
the mailmen, on holidays, by herself ... it doesn't seem like a satisfying job. She would like what I do. I've thought about talking to her,
but I've always been afraid. She has a gun, I'm sure. I'd have a gun.
She might shoot me.
Once, I decided I'd stop right on her gravel-Iaiden
corner and
pretend to use the phone in the phonebooth. The light is always on in
that phone booth. She never looked up at me; her eyeballs didn't
even flinch when I couldn't get the door open, and banged it until it
was ajar. I closed the door to the phone booth and fished for a quarter
all the time looking at her. Herface was so tender. I never could quite
pick out all her features from across the street; she was a beautiful
girl. If only she wasn't so stuck in her book.
I finally found a quarter and I stuffed it into the phone; I don't know
why. I really didn't need to do anything. I could have just stared at her;
she wouldn't notice. But I figured she probably had her gun; she
might shoot me. I called the weatherman. Partlycloudly,
huh, and six
inches of snow expected tomorrow. He told me to open a bank
account; "start saving today!" I just wanted him to tell me the
temperature. Thirty-two degrees, and it was only 10:04.
I held the phone and moved my lips, so she wouldn't shoot at me if
she looked up. I didn't talk; I didn't know what to say, and I was afraid
that she'd hear me and realize I'm not really on the phone. She might
shoot me for that too. I wonder if she could be like a sniper if
someone really bugged her. I could. This city is full of weirdos, you
know. Anyone of them could bother her.
I wonder if she likes what she's doing. She didn't smile as she read
her book. She just stared into it. Even her fingers didn't twitch in the
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normal anticipation that a person feels when she or he reads a good
book. Her hand just holds the book steady.
I contemplated buying a flower, but I was afraid she would
recognize me from across the way. I knew she wouldn't recognize my
face, but she had to have seen my car. Maybe not. A million other
people drive by her and stare at her too. I bet she thinks that we carry
books in our cars and read them just like she reads hers.
It was then, that I left. She had made me angry. I could tell, she
didn't know me from a hole in the ground, so I slammed the phone
booth door as best I could. I didn't break the glass, but I made a loud
noise: she didn't even budge. Bitch.
It was then that I started noticing how she hands flowers to the
romantics who come to her on the spur of the moment. She doesn't
even lookatthem in the eye. She grabs the moneyfrom their hands. I
bet she doesn't want to even give them back their change. She
moves so slowly: I bet she hopes she doesn't even have to give away
her flowers.
I began to think that it wasn't just me who noticed how standoffish
she was. None of her friends ever helped her with her flowers. I bet
she used her gun against them once and had threatened them to
leave her alone or else. I'd seen people do that in the movies. Oh, I
bet she wasn't above threatening her friends.
Since that night in early January, I've been thinking about her a lot.
She's got some nerve. Just reading. Not noticing. Even the people
who watch out for her. I have to talk to her tonight.
I get to my intersection and I stare at her. It's a chilly early April
evening. It's dusk. I sit in my car, and I eat some fried chicken. My
hands are greasy and the car begins to smell like fast food. It's okay. I
drive a Catalina; it's old and it always smells like fast food on a musty
day. I turn on the radio; I only get one station.
"Yes, it's only a paper moon, shining over a cardboard sea."
Steam rises from my chicken. The food is so hot that I have to
breathe real hard when I put it in my mouth. I have some of the
orange soda, but it doesn't help.
I can still see her sitting there with her book.
"Oh, it wouldn't be make believe, if you believed in me."
I finish my chicken, licking the bones and crunching on them to
suck in all the Iutces. The best part of the chicken is the juice. I want
to take my time eating to collect my thoughts and figure out what I
will say.
I lick my fingers i~stead of using a napkin. Napkins are no good
with chicken. They only stick to you. They used to have those Wet
and Dri's, but then the chicken place became a chain. Now the place
doesn't care about anybody but the status quo and the IRS.
Finished with my dinner, I try to think of something I can say.
"Listen chick, I watch you every night, and you don't even care. What
are you, anyway?" No, that won't work. Maybe if I pretend like I know
her boss. No. Maybe if I ... I sit for hours. I watch the three or four
Couples that stop to buyflowers. Two men come by to use the phone.
One speaks to her; I wonder if he couldn't reach the weatherman and
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is asking the time. It seems like only moments before I look at my
watch. 10:47. I must talk to her now.
I decide to start my engine and then drive around awhile and come
back. I only drive for five minutes, then I drive up to her gravelled
area. She's all alone. Her face is soft and her eyes, glazed and staring
at her book. I turn off my engine and I walk to the phone booth. I again
pretend to make a call.
Partly sunny and little chance ot rain
tomorrow. Windy! Tune in to the local radio station. He tells me to get
a credit card; I don't need one. Wendy's doesn't accept Visa. 51
degrees. It's 10:49. My watch is off. I hold onto the phone and Ilook at
her. I try to see if she has a gun. Finally, I open the booth and I walk
toward her.
She doesn't look up. I stand there watching her. Surely she must
sense that I am there. But she keeps reading. I can see her eyeballs
following the words on the pages. I watch her turn a page.
"Excuse me, but I wondered what kind offlowers you have here. Do
you have any gardenias?"
The young woman continues to look into her book, but eventually
raises her head. She stares at me. "Ieem sorry. No gardenia."
Her
voice surprises me. She speaks quickly and high-pitched. She has
trouble disguising
her oriental accent. "We have daisy, and, uh,
carnation ... plenty roses - different colors. What you like?
"You don't have any gardenias, huh? I was, uh ... really set on
gardenias, or irises. Huh." I pause. I don't know what to say, and
suddenly I can't remember why I wanted to talk to her. She keeps
looking at me. "Well, uh, what's your best-selling flower?"
"What?"
"I said, what flower do you sell the most of?"
"Oh, Ilike the roses. They very pretty. These red ones, every young
lady like these red ones. You take these home for your wife, then?"
"No ... I don't have ... she wouldn't like those. She's allergic to
roses." I begin to fidget. I don't want to buy any flowers. I notice that
she has put down her book on the ground although she still sits in her
chair in a posture-perfect, yet lethargic manner. She's been taught to
sell, sell, sell, just as I would have guessed. She's going to try and
swindle my money, I know. "What are those daisies like?"
"Oh, they not too bad, should I wrap them up?" She puts her hands
on her knees as if about to put all her effort into rising. I notice her
book. The title is in small print and very worn. It is some kind of bible.
It's not like an Old or New Testament. It's something else.
- "Uh, no, notyet. What book are you reading there?"
"Oh, this ees jus a book my father gave me; he gave it to all
children."
A semi pulls into the gravel. The engine is loud, and suddenly the
young woman is closing up her chair and rushing it into the truck.
"Ieem sorry, I closed. No flowers now."
She picks up her green barrels and I can see her bony arms
struggling with their heavy weight. I offer to help, but she doesn't
understand. I begin to pick up a green barrel. She has just put some
flowers in the truck. Her friends in the truck scream in Chinese. She
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turns around and begins to scream too. I have frightened her. She
must think I am trying to take herflowers. Oh God, please don't let her
shoot me. I begin to cry as I continue to hold the green bin of flowers. I
can't seem to put them down for fear that she will shoot me in the gut
like they did on Mannix last night. I can't hear myself, but I know I am
talking. She keeps walking toward me. I close my eyes to feel her
pulling at the green bin. Water splashes us, and I fall as she grabs it
from me. She races to the truck and jumps in. I sit on the ground as I
watch them drive away screaming something I can't understand.
I am no longer crying, but I feel very tired. I walk to my car and I get
inside. I don't want to go home. No one is there. I just want to drive
around.
The next morning I wake up and gotowork.1 am quieter than usual,
I am sure. No one seems to notice. I tell my supervisor I don't feel
well, and I leave after lunch. I go to 38th Street to see her. My
Catalina can't gofast enough, but I get there. I come from behind and
I close my eyes as I park my car at the corner across the way. I open
my eyes, but nobody is there.
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The hunters stalk in the common wood,
their red coats flash and disappear,
the baying of the dogs rings low through the trees.
From the clipped lawn, the symmetrical gardens,
we see their slight figures slip along,
following the hounds, and we shake our heads,
as if to say, how primitive, we,
who understand the keeping of domestic beasts,
smile down the hill at the dark hunters.
Smile, but rest for a moment, the shiny tools
hang at our sides, the barking of the dogs
sharpens, then lengthens to a continuous howl,
they have their prey in sight, the hunt quickens,
we step to the edge of the hill to watch,
just to watch, just a moment, they have it,
now the shrill animal cry rises to our ears,
the rifle reports, and in the silence settling after,
we lean toward the quiet wood, lean and listen,
searching for the blood or the scrap of fur, looking
as though the prey were one we had fired upon.
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It is a long walk back yet, and dark,
darker than she had thought it would be,
but the clouds had eased in and rolled in
all the late evening, it will be a long hike back
in the rain. No light shows from ahead, the cabin
is still away off, but no strange paths loom
to misdirect her step, her feet,
even in boots and mud, know the way and go on.

A man is before her, of an instant he appears.
Both start, step back, stop, the rain speaks softly
through the trees, he says, you've forgotten a hat.
He wears a hunter's jacket, heavy, and her hair
is slicked down and dripping, she nods yes.
Take mine, you need it, he shrugs a hood up,
she pulls the hat low, to her eyes, it is still warm
from his wearing, they look once at each other, they part.
The hike is soon done for the night, the cabin rises
with the orange window light of others who will not
hike so far. Her thick boots take her to the door
of themselves, it seems, into the dryness,
where the windows, black from here, reflect
the familiar mouth and chin, the skin, but the eyes
are strangely dark, lost in shadow of the clinging hat,
the hat conforming so that it seems a part of her hair.
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They call her witch, but smiling
they call her so. It is a belief
too old for them, that she can find
water, the deep river they cannot see.
It becomes a game, the following,
the significant winks behind her back.
She is an old acquaintance; they play,
contemptuously stepping along, she
neither sees nor looks to see.
She looks for water, she feels
even a small stream, carries
a green branch to tell her where.
Do they know, who mark the site
she tells, the water is deep
and few wells sunk anywhere here
will finally punch into water?
(This is a dry spot in a yellow
summer, the nearest lake was dug
by hand, the stream beds sink
into hard white slabs and crack.)
She follows the bough down to water,
she will tell where, and if they dig
they will find she knows
that the river runs here
that it's a rare find for them
that they thirst.
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She can bend a straw to the shape
she likes, she can weave them,
tiny stalks are supple in her hand.
She transforms

the straight line,

guiding it to roundness, she is
a weaver of useful objects,
tools, really, baskets and hats,
airy, hollow things to be filled.
She is a giver of forms.
The stiff yarn she dyes many colors,
she can run the dark thread through
as, though it slid there alone.
She has the hands that make
intricate work, finely skinned,
large, the bright vein showing.
Hers is the work that gives
empty space shape, she is
a weaver, a giver of form.
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Don't Leave Me
by Kris Towell

That smell. It was more than just the typical country smell of
manure, hogs, fresh air, and growing things. Perhaps the smell
wasn't it at all, nor the familiar landscape. No, it was more of a feeling,
a sensation that grew stronger with every mile. As Anne veered to the
right and exited from the highway, she left behind the selfish world of
frustration and disappointment - took it ott and laid it aside. At the
same time, something inside her sprang to life - a refreshed energy,
a renewed youth, a faithful security. She was home.
Each curve and rise in the road was impressed in her brain.
Whizzing along the narrow roads, she looked out across the low
fields with their tiny green shoots. How vulnerable they were. This
was "lake country"; every spring, the rains flooded miles of farms,
joining them into one giant, brown, flowing body. In the good years
when the rains were moderate, the entire county transformed into
the promised land. "No better soil in the state," her father always
bragged. The land shared its richness with her, for her roots were still
firmly planted here. This was where it had all started.
The song on the radio reminded Anne of beginnings, that his roots
were here too; this was "their" song. The static of the radio's poor
reception annoyed her, though, so she turned it off. Readjusting the
rearview mirror, Anne caught sight of herself. She was surprised that
the residue of her morning's experiment with a new beauty creme
still persisted. It was supposed to subtract ten years from her
complexion, but its only youthful evidence was her greasy T-zone.
She found a pink tissue in the gove compartment and rubbed her
She found a pink tissue in the glove compartment and rubbed her
forehead hard; the familiar, fine creases trailed behind. No amount of
washing and no magic cremes could erase the wrinkles that
emanated from her eyes like the spokes of a wheel, the wisps of gray
that frosted her temples and forehead. All her life people had
guessed her to be at least five years younger than her actual age but now she felt old, against her will. And she resented it.
Before, aging had never really bothered Anne. In fact, she had
looked forward to the time when the kids would be grown, when the
college loans and the mortgage would be paid in full, when she and
Frank could begin the life they had skimped and saved for. But they
was now she, who would go on skimping through her retirement,
unable to afford a trip to visit her grandchildren in the next state, let
alone passage on a Caribbean cruiseliner. He had taken it all - the
money, yes, but worse, the dreams.
She wished he had died.
Most people misunderstood her sentiments, amazed that the
situation could have made her so bitter that she would wish him
dead. No, she intended nothing malicious; after all, she still loved
him. For that reason, she could have accepted death much easier
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than divorce. Death didn't threaten her womanhood, her self-worth.
But instead of dying, he had become young again, or tried to. How
sad, he thought he was happy. How sad, she never could be. It was
she who had died.
The green sign at the edge of the road turned her thoughts to other
things. Eminence. A rise of ground. This town, from which one could
look out and see the community's wealth of farmland, was appropriately named. Quickly, Anne passed through its center in her haste to
reach home; the changes taking place here disturbed her. In an
attempt to modernize, the town was losing its relaxed, comfortable
character. When Anne started her first job after high school at the
bank, everything was done by hand. Now the faded brick building
had a newly installed electronic teller machine.The recently renovated
grocery store, too, seemed to suffer from a bad face lift. What had
been a simple three-story school house when Anne attended had
quadrupled in size in order to continue its accommodation of all 12
grades; now it offered bus service. Even in the country, kids didn't
walk to school any more but expected Mom to chauffeur them
wherever they needed to go.
Her daughter Lisa was like that. Anne was glad Lisa involved
herself in school activities, that she was fashionable and popular;
still, Anne tired of having to pattern her own life around her
daughter's. She was so demanding, concerned only with what she
wanted to do, when she wanted to do it. Never did she consider
others' feelings or plans; seldom did she exhibit any appreciation
more than a hurried "thanks." Although Lisa refused to admit it, her
temperament closely mimicked her father's; perhaps that was why
Anne felt something special towards this child that she didn't forthe
others. Anne did her best to appease and gently condition what, after
30 years of marriage, she had not learned to change, trusting the
chance that Lisa might yet grow out of, rather than into, that selfcentered disposition.
Sometimes Anne wondered if she herself were the self-centered
one, if she expected too much from others. Ambivalence baffled her.
Like any good mother, she wanted success and happiness for her
children; she knew they were busy with their own lives and was
proud of what they had made of themselves. But they had inherited
some of their parents' worst qualities, and that disappointed her.
While she hated to admit it, part of her envied them the opportunities
she had been denied or had failed to take advantage of. Passing the
post office, she was reminded of the hurt she felt because they made
no time in their lives for her.
Anne created a game of outwaiting her children, testing the length
of time it took them to initiate a communication. Once, she hadn't
heard from them for over three months - no phone calls, no letters,
nothing. Paranoia set in like the plague. She questioned: did they
hate her? had they divorced her too as their father had? were they
afraid to expose their children to her? She didn't mean to smother
them, really she didn't. Lisa complained about her ridiculous behavior
and told her to "lighten up," that they were just busy. Finally, she
would break down and call them only to discover that they really
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were just busy and had been meaning to call. Her grandkids, after
much persuasion, cooed "I love you, Gran" to this voice they did not
know and which really didn't know them. Lisa beamed "I told you so"
and complained about being late again for some earth-shattering
event. Anne tried to tolerate Lisa's complaining, for all too soon she
would be gone, just busy - seeking out her own destiny and taking
away her mother's. Anne would be alone. Laid off from her job as
mother and fired from her job as wife, Anne's life would have no
meaning. Charlie, the town drunk, waved to Anne and grinned. Poor
Charlie, she thought - no meaning in his life either.
Anne left Charlie and the town behind her. Because the asphalt,
poured to replace the gravel road years ago, was full of cracks and
potholes caused by weather extremes and by the heavy farm
machinery that traversed it daily, Anne came slowly upon the farm.
Green pasture on one side, dotted with the few heads of black angus
cattle that her father insisted on keeping, and the gentle woods on
her other side embraced Anne and welcomed her home. Turning into
the drive, she was greeted by the crumbling house and outbuildings.
The foundation of the front porch sagged, and its screen was torn,
allowing flies and wasps to creep through to their death on the sticky
fly strip that hung there long after its capacity was exhausted and
flies became white and petrified. The barn, too, with its weathered
gray boards rotted into a sharp, yawning orifice around the door, had
threatened to collapse for years. But something sustained them.
Somehow, through whirlwind and blizzard, they endured, worn and
shaken but still standing.
As Anne stepped out of the car, her father came out to meet her.
Always, he met her at the door. It was a habit she had forced him to
form. Her children scoffed at the thought, but as a child, Anne had
been afraid of everything. Today, she would fight the Devil himself if
she were in a hostile mood; then, though, fear consumed her. Her
greatest terror renewed itself daily as she prepared for school. From
the first grade through the third, Anne sobbed through the morning
classes and sniffed through the afternoon. The problem was not
school; she loved it and performed well. No, instead she feared that
in her absence everyone would leave her. So, to reassure her, every
day one of her parents, both having in childhood lost a parent and
knowing how horrible that empty feeling could be, or one of her
grandparents, who lived with the family and absolutely adored her,
stood on the porch where she could see them as she came down the
road and know everything was fine. It was an irrational fear, this
extreme anxiety about being abandoned; most fears were. Anne
wondered, though, if she had buried that fear all too soon.
There stood her father, the porch swaying beneath his weight.
Seeing him made Anne feel like a little girl again. How she adored
him. He was old, 75, but still thick and massive, his shoulders
straining against the seams of his XXX Large blue cotton shirt. His
washed-out overalls stretched taut across his stomach, so he left the
side flaps unbuttoned to allow himself a little room. Anne's mother
always scolded him forthat because where his shirt ended, his rough
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skin shone through. She was a modest woman and thought it rude
for him to expose himself that way.
Because she was so modest, her affliction was even more difficult
for her to bear. Anne found her mother seated on the adult potty
chair conveniently placed beside her bed, struggling to fasten a
button that had popped out of its stretched buttonhole at the neck of
her soiled housedress. The constant trembling of her hands and
body - a symptom of her Parkinson's disease - made it impossible
for her to grasp anything firmly. Trickling down the dry skin of her
unwashed face, a tear or two settled into the folds of her neck. Anne
entered cheerfully, ignoring the tears. "Hello, Mother. Let me help
you." After she had fastened the button and brushed through her
mother's tangled hair, Anne left the room, following her father's
subtle direction.
Shortly, he wheeled her out to the living room. Her mother refused
to use the foot rests that attached to her wheelchair, so her feet and
legs swelled like inflated balloons. An inflamed bed sore on her left
ankle worried Anne, but her father seemed unconcerned, claiming
he treated it as the doctor had ordered. When Anne picked up the
dust rag or attempted to straighten the newspapers her father
tossed behind his worn red recliner, both parents insisted she sit and
visit. So she looked at the greeting cards they had received recently
and talked with them of people in the community, prospects for a
good crop, family, health, all the things that were important to them.
In a moment of silence, Anne's mother looked out the window and
blurted, "Daniel! the cattle are out." Immediately, he turned to look,
for occasionally the cattle did break through the electric wire that
enclosed the pasture. Then he slowly turned, looked at Anne for an
instant, and said to Ruth, rather gruffly, "Show me a cow!" She looked
puzzled, as if she didn't know what he was asking, but the realization
of her error - that there were no cattle loose - gradually spread
across her face. Not daring to cry because Daniel had no patience
with tears, Anne's mother just hung her head in shame. Awkwardly,
they continued small talk briefly until it was time for Anne to return to
the city to pick up Lisa. She felt relieved.
Good-byes were always difficult for Anne; today's incident made it
even worse. Gently she rubbed her hand across her mother'S
hunched, bony back. Bending to kiss her forehead, Anne whispered
"I love you, Mother." Now the older woman cried freely and babbled,
"Don't leave me when I'm like this. I'll straighten up in a minute. I don't
know what's come over me." Swallowi ng hard, Anne assu red her that
she would return soon; then she turned and walked out onto the
lawn, followed by her father. He leaned on the open car door. "Sis,"
he said, "when she gets that way, I can hardly stand it. She doesn't
know any better - it's the medicine you know - but I lose patience."
The tired look in his gray eyes forced Anne to accept that he was truly
old, in heart, now, as well as body. She knew she should support him
now, try to alleviate his fears, but the right words could not slide past
the lump that choked her. She had to get away. She had to leave.
Offering to do whatever she could to help, Anne quickly squeezed
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his square, rough hand; then she backed out of the driveway and
waved good-bye.
When she was sure she was out of sight, Anne pulled to the side of
the road. Tears blinded her. Thrashing through her purse, Anne
found a crumpled pink tissue. She dabbed at her eyes and looked up,
surprised to see the tiny, family cemetery upon the hill beside the
road. She hadn't realized this was where she had stopped. Through a
fresh stream of tears she pleaded, "Mother, Daddy, don't leave me."
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Neglect
by Shelly Spears

Melting in the bottom of a glass
my thoughts

resemble ice.

Liquifying
ending up on paper
not unlike
the sweat which forms
around my drink
leaving water marks on the table.
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Sand Castles
by Nancy

J. Crowe

I hadn't made one since I was a little kid. But when I saw that pile of
pails and shovels and stuff that some kids left on the beach, I couldn't
resist.
The beach was pretty dead, anyway - always is around that time
of day. Everybody's either having dinner or getting ready to. Not that
there's a whole lot of action in that part of Florida, anyway. My friend
Steve wanted me to go to Lauderdale with him for spring break. He
went last year and came back with a bikini (an empty one, but still),
andhe had his license already, so he didn't have to spend too much
time talking me into it.
Then my mom started in on me. I knew she wouldn't tell me, no, I
couldn't go. No, Mom has a better weapon than that. It's called Guilt,
with a capital G.
"Alan, dear, you know how long we've been planning this vacation
to Fort Myers. Cindy's flying in all the way from California, and Marla
and Charles - well, you know how Charles hates to leave his job."
I jammed my hands into my pockets. "Yeah, I know, but you don't
really need me around for all that. You have me around here every
day."
Mom's eyes got kind of watery, and I knew right then I could kiss
Lauderdale goodbye. "You haven't seen either of your sisters in so
long. It gets harder and harder for us all to get together, and your
father and I aren't getting any younger. Is it so much to ask ... "
"You heard your mother, Alan," Dad said, peeking around his newspaper. "She didn't even mention all the hassles I go through, letting
that clown Lenny Wassermann run the shop for a whole week. You
have a responsibility to your family, young man. You might as well
learn that now."
Oh, well. So there I was, sitting there in my Budweiser T-shirt and
cut-offs. The sun had gone down just enough so that it wasn't so hot
anymore, but it was still warm. This is kind of sappy, but Ilike Florida
even when it's not crawling with girls. I like looking at the gulf and
thinking that it goes on forever, the sound the waves make, and the
warmth. You just don't find that where I live, except in July and
August When kids fool around with the fire hydrants.
I took the big tin shovel and made a huge mound of sand, using the
wet stuff close to the water. I knew I looked like a geek, but I didn't
care. That whole week had been pretty geeky, anyway.
I was still kind of embarrassed when I saw Cindy coming up the
beach. She was with this guy who was so tan he might have been
black, except that his hair looked like straw. He said good-bye to her
and headed back the other way as soon as she was about 20 feet
away from me.
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"Hi, kiddo. What're you up to?" she asked me, coming up close. "A
sand castle! Looks more like the Hoosier Dome."
"Well, don't just stand there looking. Help me out,' I said, squinting
up at her.
She rolled her big brown eyes, which were just like our father's.
"Oh, gimme that red pail. I'll show you how to make a real sand
castle." She sat down and started cramming all this wet sand into the
pail.
She was a mess, honest - she looked worse than I did. Her hair
was hanging around her face like dark brown seaweed, and her legs
were white in some spots and blotchy red in others. And she didn't
have on any makeup, the way she did when we picked her up at the
airport. The only color in her face was her slightly red nose.
Wouldn't you know it - a bunch of college guys showed up out of
nowhere just then. One of them had a boom box on his shoulder with
Cyndi Lauper screeching at full volume, and another carried a
cooler, probably full of beer. Cindy shook her seaweed-hair back and
gave them this idiotic smile. I wanted to dig myself deep down into
the sand, like one of those little crabs.
I'm not here, I thought. I'm in Lauderdale with some cute girl- or
maybe two. I'm not building sand castles with a 28-year-old woman.
"You better put some stuff on your legs when we go in," I told her
when I could talk again.
"Oh, it's no use. You know how easily I get sunburned." She went
right on packing sand. How should I know how easily she got sunburned, or what she liked to eat, or what she did in California besides
work for a foot doctor?
I started digging a moat around my castle. Maybe it would be a
stadium, after all. "Where've you been all afternoon?" I asked her.
"Oh, up and down the beach. This guy, Nick, he showed me a little
bar down on the point where there aren't too many tourists. Said it's
not bad at night around this time of year."
"You gonna be here for dinner tonight?"
She glanced up at me and turned her pail upside down to make a
big turret. It crumbled at the top a little. "Noooo. I told Nick I'd meet
him later." She didn't smile. I wanted to ask if I could tag along, but I
thought I'd better not.
"Well, what's this?" I heard another female voice say. It was Marla,
and she must have just walked out of our apartment building. I've
never understood how she could be related to Cindy and me. Even
on vacation, she looked neat. Her blouse was clean and tucked in,
her jeans didn't have any holes, and she had her hair in a little braid in
back. "Are you kiddies playing in the sand?" she teased. With her
blonde hair and a smile that never needed braces, Marla looked
more and more like a younger version of our mother.
"I'm showing Alan here how to build a sand castle," said Cindy.
"You remember the ones we made up at the lake when we were
kids?"
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Marla nodded. She folded her arms and looked out at the gulf, like
she lost a boat out there or something.
"You okay, Marla?" Cindy asked.
"Oh - yeah." Marla smiled, and then she sat down by me on the
sand, hugging her knees. She even had perfume on. "The fresh air
feels good."
Cindy refilled her pail to build another wing of her castle. "See,
Alan, if I had some little plastic cups, I could dothis right. Whoever left
this stuff here doesn't know anything about sand castles. Come on
Marla, you make one, too."
Marla shrugged her shoulders and laughed nervously. "Oh, I can't
build those things anymore."
Cindy put down her shovel. "Marla, what's wrong?"
"Oh-it's okay. Charles and I just had a fight."
"Charles? You gotta be kidding?" I COUldn'tbelieve it. I'd been
sharing a room with him ever since they got there, and he was the
most agreeable roommate you could ask for. He folded all his
clothes and put them away, and he didn't care if the radio was on or
oft, or if the window was open or shut. That was fine at first, but then I
realized what a boring guy he was.
"Over what?" Cindy asked, not seeming surprised.
"Well, it started over the car. You know we had to have it fixed
before we came down here, and it cost us a lot of money. That's my
old Buick, the one I had in college. He wants to get a new car for
himself, and I said there's no waywe can afford that right now, unless
he gets that promotion he's been hoping for. Even then ... "
"Well, What'sto fight about?" I asked. "If you can't afford it, you can't
afford it."
She gave me a motherly pat on the knee, but she still didn't smile.
"It-snowballed, as usual. We just can't talk to each other anymore.
But don't worry about it, you two, okay?" She gave us the same
eyebrows-lifted, teeth-bared look that my baseball coach gives us
when we're losing a game.
Cindy threw more sand in her pail. "Oh, Marla, you're always doing
that."
"What?"
She tucked a dark strand of hair behind her ear. "When you have a
problem, you say just enough about it to get everyone concerned,
and then you smile and say, 'Don't worry about it.' Ever since we were
kids."
"Cindy, it's my problem," Marla said in that motherly voice.
"Yeah. You always got me out of trouble, but I couldn't touch your
problems with a ten-foot pole," Cindy grouched.
Marla's blue eyes lowered to the dry sand she was sifting through
her fingers. "What else could I do? I'm the oldest."
"Only by three years. It's different now." Thud! Another semiperfect wing of Cindy's castle was erected.
"Hey, Maria." I gave her a little tug on the sleeve and pushed a
small pail and shovel where she could reach them. "You sure you
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don't want to build a castle?"
She looked from me to the pail and shovel and back again, and
smiled - like a sister this time. "Well, all right."
"There we go," Cindy grinned. After a minute or so, she asked,
"What's Mom up to?"
"She went shopping on the mainland. I think she bought a couple
of skirts," Marla said absently, picking up her shovel.
Cindy snorted. "She probably scouted around a few bridal shops,
too."
"She been after you to get married?" This was news to me. "I didn't
notice."
"Of course not. Males don't pick up on those things." Her hair fell
forward again, and I couldn't see her face.
"Now, Cindy, you know how Mom is. She just wants you to be
happy." Marla made a neat little turret with her pail.
"I know. She just doesn't understand how I feel. She won't listen."
"She did the same thing with me," said Marla.
"Yeah. Now look what's happening."
My eyes were snapping back and forth from one sister to the other,
as if theywere playing tennis. I'd never heard them talk to each other
like that before. Not that there had been too many opportunities.
"What do you know about it?" Marla snapped.
"Nothing. You won't tell me anything. You have this - this Superwoman, Superdaughter, Supersister image of yourself. It's like you
wear armor all the time."
"What was I supposed to do?" Marla fired back, her eyes hard and
fierce, leaning toward her. "Charles was a nice man with a good job.
What was I supposed to do, run around with someone new every
week the way you've done since you were 12?"
"Cindy's lips tightened into a straight line. She looked like she'd
been hit.
"Cindy, I'm sorry." Marla sighed. "I'm taking it all out on you. I guess
I've done that before, too." She put her head down on her knees.
I couldn't stand it. "Hey, Marla, don't cry." I scooted over next to her,
getting sand in my shorts. I put my arm around her. "It'll be okay."
"Oh, Alan." She leaned on me just a little bit. "I know you don't
understand any of this." She wiped her cheeks, which were already
red from the sun. Cindy was looking at both of us like we were bad
puppies. I guess she thought I'd sided with Marla against her.
"Listen," I began. Don't blow it now, Alan. "Mom and Dad probably
got on you guys all the time about stuff like boys, right?"
"And clothes," said Cindy.
"And grades," said Marla, qoinq back to her castle.
"Well, they do it to me, too. Dad wants me to work at the shop this
summer. He's been talking about me being in the business, taking it
over - that kind of stuff."
They looked at each other. "Well, is that what you want to do?"
asked Cindy.
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"No! I mean, I don't know. I kinda wanted to work at the House of
Pancakes this summer. My friend Steve already works there, and he
said he'd try to get me a job."
"You can imagine what Dad'il say about that." Marla stood up and
looked around for some shells. "His only son ... "She filled her hands
full, not really looking at what she picked up, and came back.
"Why do they want us to do it just like they did?" I asked both of
them. "I mean, you guys getting married, me running the shop. It's
just the same thing all over again."
"I guess they're happy," Marla said, gazing out at the gulf. The sun
made the water all bright and shimmery, almost too dazzling to look
at. "What they did worked for them, so they figure it'll work for us,too."
"That's pretty egocentric, though, isn't it?" Cindy said, shaking her
hair back.
"I guess it's different when you have kids. You want to keep them
from screwing up so bad that you try and make them play it safe." Did
I, who had fought with my father just a week ago over a skateboard
race, actually say that?
Our three castles looked like some sort of experimental housing
development. Marla's was small and neat, Cindy's was big and a little
crumbly, and mine - well, my castle was still a shapeless pile of wet
sand, surrounded by a moat.
Then I got an idea. "Now," I said, brushing sand off my knees, "we
can build a condominium for Mom and Dad."
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Figure Eights
by Betsy

Waugh

I used to practice all day in my
driveway making figure eights
with my new white skates
with the fuzzy red skate
covers my mother calling me
in from the cold to drink
hot chocolate

out of my

Santa Claus mug my
hands thawing as I hold
the steaming

mug warming my

toes by the living room
fire melting my frozen
clothes into a huge
puddle in the utility room.
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Sacrifices
by Laura Logan

I.
I'
I

I·

The girl bent down to pick up the book that had fallen from her
grasp. Her eyes caught the title without response: Advanced Latin
Grammar. As she straightened up, the brisk breeze ruffled her skirt,
and she fought to keep it down. It was too short, almost too short to
be decent, and now she had to fight with the wind to stay covered.
She raised her hand to push her hair from her eyes, and winced as
she smelled the burning sweet smell of the permanent wave
solution. Even my clothes smell of it, she thought.
She ran along the street, frightened by the cold waves of the wind.
The only light came from the few electric lights in the houses she
passed. It was dusk, and the new street lights hadn't been turned on
yet. As she ran, her heavy shoes clodded and clunked, hindering her
feet from bending naturally. Around the next corner she went,
picking her way around some holes in the pavement. She slowed
down when she realized she was close to home.
Walking now, she looked up and saw the motorcycle parked
outside the door of the house. She sighed, and walked even more
slowly, trying to avoid reaching the house. Bert's here again, she
thought. If only he would keep away from me. If only he and Elizabeth
would just leave, get married or something, then Mary's kids would
be safe.
She remembered the night a few weeks before when he'd come
into the bedroom she shared with the baby. Patsy had been asleep,
and the sound of him limping down the hall had wakened her. When
he opened the door, she'd startled him by calmly asking what he
wanted. He left after making some excuse about checking the baby.
Afterward, her heart pounded so hard she couldn't go to sleep until
almost dawn. What if he had hurt the baby?
Thinking about her older sister's children made her remember that
she had a responsibility, and she hurried again to walk up the
concrete steps to the house. "Patsy's home," she heard a voice
inside say. "Good, it's time for her to put the children to bed," another
voice said.
Patsy's heart rose in her throat as her hand touched the doorknob.
She hesitated, and then turned it, squinting as the light from inside
hurt her eyes. She entered, closed the door, and locked it.
"No need to lock it, babe. I'll be leavin' soon." Patsy felt a slap on
her behind as she walked through the living room. She whirled
around and glared at Bert. Her eyes narrowed to slits. Not soon
enough for me, you hoodlum, she thought. As she walked to the back
of the house, she was glad that the angle hadn't let her sister see the
way she'd glared at Bert.
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She walked into the kitchen, hoping to make a sandwich .before
anyone gave her a job to do. She heard a baby crying upstairs and
knew that her motherwas trying to put the kids to bed. "Patsy, b~for~
you do anything, go help Mom with the baby. He won't stop crying,
said the young woman at the kitchen table. Patsy looked at her
sister. She's been crying again, Patsy thought. At least she gets
letters.
"Did you get a letter today?" she asked.
"Yes. He's not coming home for months. And he won't even tell me
where is is." Mary started crying again, and blew her nose loudly.
"Mary, it's not so bad. There was a woman in the shop today wh?
hasn't heard from her son for two months. And it's not like you can t
figure out where Dick is. Just listen to the radio reports. Wherever
Patton is, that's where Dick is. Don't be so afraid." Patsy tried to
comfort her sister by showing her how well off she really was.
"But he shouldn't be in the service anyway. His heart isn't strong.
What if he never comes back?" she mumbled through her tears and
hiccups.
"Mary, yOUknow that every man is needed. And they ass.ign~d hi~
to Patton because of his heart problem. You know that. Dick IS a 10
safer than most of the men. You should be grateful that you get
letters." Patsy walked from the kitchen toward the stairs, shifting her
books from her left arm to her right.
"Oh, Patsy,did you get your letter?" Elizabeth asked as she turned
to look at her. "There's a letter from Dick on the mantlepiece," she
turned back to the radio.
Patsy set her books down on the bottom step and hurried across
the room to the fireplace, straightening her skirt. Bert, who sat ne~r
the fire, ~toOd up abruptly, taking the letter from its place. "I.s th~s
~hat you re looking for, kid?" he asked, as he held the letter With his
right hand, blocking her way with his barrel-like body.
"Yes, please give it to me," Patsy tried not to look anxious.
She started to walk around him, but he moved to block her again, and
she was forced to touch his chest.
Bert, noticing her consternation lifted his arm and held the letter
high, almost high enough to touch the ceiling. "Jump for it, little lady.
D'ya wan' it or no?" Seeing the smirking grin on hisface made Patsy s
face burn. She mustn't let him know how much that letter meant.
"Bert." The voice came from near the radio. "Leave her be. I need
your help to wind this new yarn. Come here, you have to see it. It's a
lovely color ... " Elizabeth had gotten the new goods from the drawer
of a nearby table, and was babbling about her purchase.
Bert gave up and threw the letter on the fireplace's hearth. Patsy
scrambled for it: it was much too near the fire. The dark man nudged
her with the foot of his bad leg. "Ya wanted it, eh?" he said as he went
to Elizabeth.
Patsy took up the letter and scurried across the room. She paused
at the stairs to pick up her books, but avoided looking at Bert. She
rushed up the stairs.
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"Patsy, is that you? Help me. This baby won't stop crying."
"Just a second, Mother. Let me take my coat off," Patsy said as she
turned toward her room. She stepped over the baby toys as she
walked over to her bed. She pulled up the spread from the pillow and
hid the letter there. It would be safe. She moved to the desk and put
her books down among the clean diapers. At least someone did
laundry today, she thought.
"Hurry, Patsy. We've been waiting for you for an hour."
Patsy hurried to hang up her coat. As she walked toward the bathroom, she could tell by the crying that her mother had tried to save
time again by giving the children a bath all together. The sight she
saw in the bathroom would have been funny, if she hadn't been the
one who'd have to clean it up. Her mother was sitting on the side of
the bathtub, holding the baby in her arms, covered with soap and
water. The baby she held by its armpits was crying, and the little girl in
the tub had soap on her face that was going to get in her eyes soon.
The small boy at the other end of the tub was splashing water on his
sister and grandmother, and laughing.
"Butch, you stop that. Now," Patsy said as she picked up the baby
from her mother's grasp. The baby already had soap in its eyes, and
Patsy took him overto the sink to try to get it out. "Mother, if you could
just get Sarywashed upand out, I'll get Butch in asecond.Just let me
take care of the baby first."
"But Patsy, it's time for my radio show. We've been waiting for you
too long, and now I'm missing my show. I tried to get your chores
done for you, but Butch just won't behave unless you're home." The
woman struggled to get up from the edge of the tub. "Patsy, what's
that smell? You always come home smelling like the beauty parlor.
It's a wonder the children let you hold them, smelling like that. Why
are you so late? Didn't you get your work done on time again? I
swear, if you weren't so slow, I would have so much less to do." Her
mother strutted out of the bathroom.
Patsy's eyes swelled with tears of hurt. I'm trying my best, her mind
screamed. Dear God, please help me. I have to get the children to
bed so I can do my homework, she said Silently, tears streaming
down her face.
She picked up the baby and held him to her. The soap was out of
his eyes, and he was content as she dried him. She cuddled him for a
minute, and turned to the two in the tub. "Butch, you're a big boy. You
stay there and watch Sary for a minute, okay? Make sure she doesn't
go under the water. Ijust want to put the baby in hiscrib.I'11be back in
just a second," she said, and hurried toward her room.
She put the baby in his crib, neglecting to dress him at all. "I'm
sorry, sweetie. I'll dress you in a minute. At least you're out of the
water and dry now," she said as she patted the baby's bottom, and
hurried to the bathroom.
When she entered, she smiled with delight at what she saw. Butch
had a wash cloth in his hand and was scrubbing his sister's back. She
was playing with the little rubber duck, an extravagant toy gotten
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before the war. "Thank you, Butch. You're such a big help. Soon you'll
be big enough and helpful like your daddy, and you can go fight in the
war." She took the cloth from the boy, and began to rinse Sara's back.
She watched as Butch began to wash himself and smiled at the look
of importance on the boy's five-year-old face. "Don't forget to wash
behind your ears," she reminded gently.
When the bathing was done, she looked around the bathroom for
the children's nightclothes. Noting that they weren't to be found, she
picked up the toddling girl and took the boy's hand. "Come now, let'S
go find your pajamas." As they walked down the hall, Patsy thought,
we must look like refugees from the Pacific theatre. Two naked
babies, and an older girl rescuing them from the Japanese.
She was tucking the children in, and almost ready to tell them a
bedtime story, but her thoughts were interrupted. "Patsy! What are
you dOing?Why is my baby lying here without any clothes on? And no
blankets - not even a diaper? What are you trying to do? Let him
catch pneumonia or polio?" Mary shouted from the room Patsy and
the baby shared.
"I'm sorry, Mary, I had to get him out of the tub so I could dress
Butch and Sary and put them to bed," Patsy called, as she rushed
into the room.
"You should know by now that you can't bathe all of them at once.
For a 12-year-old, yOUcertainly are a dunce. I will take care of the
baby now. You just try to get the kids to sleep. See if you can do that
right," Mary snapped, picking the baby up. "And hurry. It's almost
your bedtime, too."
Patsy turned and walked back into the hall. Don't. take it hard, she
told herself. We're all under a strain, what with the war and all. But I
wish Dick would come back soon - he likes to help put the kids to
bed. But we all must make sacrifices for the war.
As she walked into the children's room, she pulled up the corners
of her mouth with her fingers, forcing a smile. She hoped she had
enough energy left to keep it there. "Now, are we all ready for a
story?" she asked as she kissed the forehead above the big, brown,
frightened eyes of the little girl. Patsy smoothed the covers on the
bed, and tickled the feet beneath. Sarah giggled, and the frightened
look left her face.
"Once upon a time, there was a big castle on the shore. In it lived a
girl with long, smooth, blond hair, and her best friend, a big, green
dragon. They were very happy; they had chocolate bars every day,
and she even had Red Ball shoes with rubber soles. They would play
together on the shore, and the dragon would let the girl walk up the
fins on his back like stairs. Then he would go deep into the water, far
from the shore. Then the girl, who'd already taken off her sneakers,
would kick the water that she could reach from sitting on his back.
They had such fun, with just themselves and the water, and the bright
sun. But they couldn't stay out in the water always, so they came
back to the castle.
"One day, they went to the city to see the girl's uncle. He took them
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to places they'd never seen. A museum, a park, and a big, tall
building, taller than their castle. The girl and the dragon looked out
the window at the top, and saw what their lake looked like from up
there. It was very small, and the girl could tell that the arms of the
shore finally surrounded it. But Uncle took them down again, and on
the way back to the castle, they stopped at White Castle and had a
hamburger.
"The next day, the girl and the dragon went to play in the water. It
wasn't as much fun, now that they knew that it really was just a pond
in the huge world. Soon after, there was a war. The dragon had to go
far, far away to help fight. .." At this, Patsy realized that the children
had slowly fallen asleep. She pretended she hadn't noticed, and
continued the story.
"The girl went to live in the city, where she could help with the war.
She had to sell her hair, since it was blond, so the soldiers could
make bombs. And she had to turn in her rubber-soled shoes. She
couldn't eat chocolate any more, but that was all right, since it wasn't
the same without her dragon. But she worked hard helping with the
war effort. And she knew her dragon would be back soon, and they
could go play on the shore again. The sun would shine, and she could
wear her sneakers.
"Then she found out, from her uncle, that the dragon wasn't ever
coming back. He'd been lost in the war... " Patsy knew what her story
was really about, and she started crying. She rushed to turn the light
off and left the room, not wanting to wake the children.
She walked down the hall, head down, and stared at the floor.
Patsy could see the green, sculptured rug up close, as though
through a magnifying glass. She rubbed the tears from her face with
the back of her hand, and stopped. I must stop crying. This isn't
helping, and I'll just wake the baby. She kept crying anyway.
Remembering the letter, she stole carefully into the bedroom,
avoiding the spot on the floor that squeaked. Taking the lamp from
the desk, she covered it with one of the baby's extra blankets. Then
she put it on the floor next to her bed and turned it on, checking to
see if the light would wake the baby. Moving quietly, she went to the
pillow, felt for the letter, and took it from its hiding place. Patsy sank
to the floor next to her bed, clutching the letter to her chest. She
opened it slowly, tearing the end off as Dick had shown her. As she
unfolded the page, she smoothed the creases to flatten it, and
placed it on her knees. She read slowly, paying close attention to
each word.
Dear Patricia,
Here's hoping that everything's well with you.
I'm sure that school is going well, as always.
Don't forget to pay special attention to Latin,
as it is hard.
The war is terrible. But I'm out of most of the fighting,
since I accompany the general and guard him. The
villages and towns are devastated, and many of our
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soldiers are being killed. I think God that YOU and
my wife and children are safe at home.
How is the baby? I'm sure that he's thriving under
your close care. But don't let him keep you up at night;
you need your sleep, too. Is Butch growing? Has Sary
learned to walk yet? You must keep me informed of
everything, since I can't be there.
Are you still cleaning the beauty parlor? You must be
careful not to work too hard. You must stay your happy
and cheerful self, so don't work too much. Please give
the children a hug and kiss for me.
With love,
Your brother-in-law,
Dick
Patsy closed her eyes, then opened them again quickly and reread
the words. I must do everything he says, she thought. I must work as I
can.
This made her remember her homework, so she turned the light off
and put it back on the desk. Grabbing her schoolbooks, she hurried
out, pausing to put her free hand on the sleeping baby's back and
give it a pat. It felt odd, as though she couldn't really touch him. She
threw her books down, and rubbed his back with her other hand,
trying to make contact. The baby gurgled, and she felt him moving.
Then she looked at her hand and realized that she'd patted him with
the same hand that had the blister from the broom of the beauty
parlor. Patsy collected her books, and blew a kiss toward the crib as
she walked out.
Muffled sounds of the radio came up the stairs, and she listened as
she walked toward them. Herfamilywasn't listening to their serial. an
announcer was saying something about a battle in the Pacific. P~tsy
hurried to listen, and winced as her feet landed hard on the stairs.
"Shhhh, Patsy. You make too much noise," her mother announced
as she walked into the living room.

Mary was crying. Patsy walked quietly to her and touched her
shoulder. "It'll be all right. I'm sure he's safe," she whispered, herface
near her sister's ear. Mary just nodded and shrugged her hand off.
Patsy stared at the hard floor as she quietly moved to the kitchen. I
guess I'm just a stupid kid. But I'm just trying to help - can't they see
that? She placed her books on the table and slowly pulled a chair out.
Contemplating the floor, she sat down. The hardWood floor was
smooth, but there were still a few snags. I don't care, I'll just have to
walk carefully, she thought, and she began untying her Shoes.
She took them off, stretched her feet, and immediately felt a quick
pain. She stood and walked on it, stretching her toes and her arches.
I must get some shoes that fit. It's a good thing I've been saving my
money. She went back to t~e table and picked up the old shoes,
dusting their dark leather With the hem of her skirt. Then she put
them under the table, where they were safe. When I get my new
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shoes, I can give these to a poor child. They're still in good condition.
She went to the ice box to get some food for a sandwich. It was
almost empty. She would have to go to the market after school
tomorrow, unless Elizabeth did. Patsy opened the silverware drawer
carefully, so it wouldn't squeak. She took out a knife, and looked at it.
Mother really should put this silver away. You never know what can
happen when hoodlums are in and out of the house.
"Hey, kid, whatcha doin'? Makin' a sandwich?" the big, gruff voice
of Bert startled her.
"Yes. Would you like one?" Patsy continued making her sandwich
without looking at him.
"No, I'm fine. I just need a drink." He limped to the ice box and
opened it. "Hey, this is almost empty. Too bad your old man didn't
have insurance or something. Can't keep the ice box full on just an
army pension."
"My father provided for us very well. Please don't talk about him
that way," Patsy turned her back to Bert and went to the table with
her sandwich.
"Oh, so the little girl does have feelin's. And I thought you were just
a little worker bee, jus' working for the queen." Bert took a glass and
filled it with whatever liquid was in the pitcher. "Don'tcha ever get
tired of takin' care of those brats?"
"No, I love them." And if I don't, who will?
"Must be a good sandwich the way you're munching on it. Isn't it
kind of late for a kid your age to be eatin' dinner?" Bert came to the
table, bringing the pitcher with him. He set the pitcher down, then
dragged a chair from under the table and plopped himself in it.
"I had to work after school."
"Too bad, a kid like you having to work. Me, I can't find a job. The
only one they offered me was selling bonds. Can't do too much on a
dollar a year," he said, and took big gulps from his glass.
At least it's a dollar, Patsy thought. Why don't you just leave? Go far
away, where they need men to work.
"Me with this bum leg, can't do anything," he said and stared up at
the ceiling. Patsy could tell that he was ready to start talking about
his motorcycle accident.
"Why can't you find a job?" she asked quickly, to break his train of
thought. "Factories all could use men. You can lift things, and pack
things, and ... "
"Naw, I never wanted a job like that. I wanted to be a postman, but
with this leg... naw, I'm just kiddin'," he winked at her. "I could drive a
tank, though."
I wish you would. Drive anything, just leave, she thought. She got
up to get some milk from the ice box. As she walked by Bert, she tried
to stay as far from him as possible. But the kitchen wasn't big
enough.
Bert grabbed her arm and twisted it. "Come here, Patsy."
"No, I don't have time. Please, let me go. I have to do my
homework." She was struggling, trying to pry his fingers from her arm.
"Stop thatwrigglin'. All I wann' do isgiveya ahug. Little girls need a
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hug sometimes, don'tcha know that?" he pulled her closer to him,
and stood up. By now he had both her arms pinned to her sides, and
was squeezing her shoulders.
"Stop, you're hurting me," she screamed in a whisper, so no one
would be alarmed.
"Naw, you're okay," he said. Then he leaned over and kissed her.
He kissed her again, hard, forcing her head back into her shoulder
blades.
Her mind raced. She shouted at him in her mind, kicked at him with
her feet. But her shoeless feet didn't have much effect. She couldn't
get any leverage from the floor, and she was in pain from her head
being forced backward.
He changed his grip on her. His arms caught her like a python
would. But this left her hands free to push against him. She used him
for leverage, timed it, and kicked him hard in his bad knee.
Bert straightened up, losing his grip on her, and leaned over again
to grasp his leg. "You little ... "
"Bert!" He was interrupted by a voice from the living room. "Bert,
are you through yet? We want to play canasta." It was Elizabeth's
whining voice. "Hurry, we're waiting."
Patsy was backed up to the counter, shaking with anger. She was
breathing hard, and forcing the sobs to stay in her throat. He limped
toward her, and Patsy ran the other way, toward the back door.
He said nothing. He just walked to the counter where the flour, tea
and coffee cannisters sat, and grabbed the small one from the
middle. He knew there'd be no tea in it: another effect of the war.
"What are you doing?" Patsy took two steps back toward him,
trying to fight whatever his next move would be. Her hands were
clenched in fists, and her eyes were wide and filled with hate.
Bert just looked at her as he opened the cannister.
"What are you doing? That's my money," she said, trying to tell him
to stop. She watched as he took the money out.
"Just a loan," he said, as he set the cannister back down. He
strutted out of the kitchen, as much as he could with his limp. He held
the money high over his head, victoriously.
Patsy watched him. Tears poured from her eyes after he left, as
though his leaving were what she was crying about. She ran to the
counter to look in the cannister. There was still something in it, and
she shoved her hand in to see how much was left. She felt the
coldness of coins, and took them out of the jar. Three nickels, and
three pennies, her change after buying surprises for her niece and
nephews last week. He had taken the rest.
She put the coins back into the cannister, and slowly placed it on
the counter in its place. She went to the kitchen table, sat down, and
opened her books.
Her mind still raced, though she tried to slow it down. Why did he do
that? Why did he kiss me? If he wanted the money, why didn't he just
take it? Why did he do that? What does he want? Why doesn't he go
away? What did I do to make him do that?
She forced her mind to concentrate on the page of her Latin book.
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Her eyes wandered to the margin. There she had drawn, earlier that
day, a friendly dragon. She looked at it, and the tears came again.
She folded her arms on the table, hid her face in them, and sobbed.
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Mourning Glory
by Glenn Michaels

a parasitic spore
firmly entrenched in the crack of our sidewalk
culminating
dropped there by a foul smelling winged scavenger
violently striving
by some misfortunate chance, surviving
blooming in a season of wither
blossoming into a carnal holocaust
petals unfolding death
a spectacle of beauty for the grinning jackals
who provided the carrion which fed the vultures
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Rabbiter
stopping, like brother,
to micturate after midnight:
a night of unresulting

thought,

null of sleep
thinking it peaceful
playing with the maenads,
(just trying to sleep),
then the rabbit
then the dead rabbit,
and the truck
passed me, (the
), by.
eventually I passed home,
but not before I remembered the rabbit
offered up to Dionysus before midnight.
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The Burning of Hide
by Michelle Rose

He could see his breath as he headed up the lane toward the
house. It was less effort to walk in the tire tracks where the snow was
packed solid. The rubber sales of his boots squeaked on the
hardened snow with his every step. The kitchen light was still on and
he knew there was a plate in the oven for him. Marie would be over
the sink finishing the dishes.
He pulled his watch from the pocket of his overalls. The stainless
steel watchband had been mangled by an auger and was lost in the
corn bin somewhere. All that remained was the face of his watch. He
could barely see through the scratches on the crystal. The upstairs
lights were off at the house. The children were in bed so it had to be
past 9:00.
The smell of burning wood escaped the chimney, but the smoke
was invisible in the darkness. Marie kept the wood stove full as a fire
burned constantly. He knew she would need more wood brought in.
He stepped out of the tire tracks to walk across the yard. It had
been a long day and he was tired. His steps were heavy and almost
forced as he moved across the crusted snow-topped yard. The sore
on his ankle was rubbed raw through his worn sock. Marie had given
him the boots for Christmas. She learned early that need always outweighed want.
He loaded himself down with wood and struggled to open the
screen door. Once inside the cluttered porch, he dropped the wood
in the old tin box Marie had found at a garage sale. He heard her
drying the silverware in the kitchen. He heard every fork, knife, and
spoon drop in its proper place in the drawer. They still used the same
silverware her parents bought them as a wedding present.
Since the beginning they were forced to skimp and save, but they
always got by. In his heart, he knew he would have married Marie
someday. She was the only woman he had ever been with. They
wouldn't have made it without his parents. Those first few years with
three little kids were the hardest for them. He knew he owed a lot to
his dad.
The yellow-tiger cat scratched its way through the hole in the
bottom of the screen door and ran to its familiar bowl of catfood. He
let the cat eat even though he knew Marie had already fed it. He even
reached down to pet it, but the cat scowled at the sight of his vast
gloved-hands.
The door opened and slammed shut three times as he carried
enough wood in to last through the night. He figured Marie would
want to go to bed early and without saying anything to her, he walked
back down to the barn.
The glow from the outside security light reflected off the barn's tin
roof and made it look blue to him. Once inside the barn, he turned the
barn light on out of habit and not necessity. He could walk through
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the barn blindfolded if he had to. It was his presence and not the light
that startled the cows. All of them hadn't been shut up in the barn
since that summer, during the Blackleg epidemic. Every head of
cattle in the county had to be tested and vaccinated. Hobsons lost
their entire herd. He only lost two old cows and a yearling bull. It was
the first time since his childhood that he smelled hide burn.
It was as if the cows sensed his betrayal. Their black eyes watched
his every move with unusual caution. He felt like he was feeding
someone else's herd. The barn was misty from the steam of their
breath. In the light of the barn, their breath was yellow. It was better
to use the yellow light bulbs to keep insects away, especially in the
summer.
The cows jumped as he dropped two bales of straw from the loft. All
the bales of straw and hay were neatly stacked and counted in
preparation for the next day. The fact that two bales of bedding
meant two less that would be sold hadn't even occurred to him.

* * *
I guess I oughta be getting back up to the house. Marie is probly
thinkin I had heartattack by now. A heart attack. If I haven't had one
by now I'll never have one. She is still drying the dishes and acting
like always. Just like nothing is gain on with us.This wasn't ever really
her farm. Not the way it is mine. A man gets close to the land and
breathes with it. She never felt the dirt or prayed for rain the way I did.
She never even smelled that hide burn. She sewed and cooked and
cleaned. All but that porch. She said the porch was mine. The rest of
the house is so damn clean. I just want to be alone. She is always
alone and probly doesn't even want to be. To be a kid again - or
once. Think we grew up too fast. God, we were young. Expected to be
parents before we were ready. Guess we get what we deserve. But,
Jesus, why? For cryin out loud, I worked damn hard all my life. Did
what was right and for what? For Christ's sake what has it all got me.
What did I do that was so wrong? I don't even know when it started
happening. Answer me, god damn it, answer me.Guess I saw it comin
and just didn't want to give up. I held out for awhile. Just hate to let it
all go. Don'tthinkshe knows how I tried. She keeps right on gain. And
maybe that isn't her fault. But she acts like it don't make a difference.
Maybe it doesn't. People say she's strong and God knows she's good
with children. She'd take in a stray rat if she thought it was hungry.
People always take to her. Guess they wonder what she saw in me.
We were young, but I don't think we were ever kids.
*

* *

Leaving the barn light on, he walked across the lane to the tool
shed. He pushed the sliding door open and turned the light on. He
wanted to make sure everything was ready for the next day. He had
worked two days cleaning out the shed. All his tools were arranged
upon three flatbed wagons. The accumulation of 15 years tinkering
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with clogged combine heads, changing flat tires, and patching
busted hoses was all laid out before him. It was always easier to fix
things himself rather than calling someone to come out and do it for
him. It took awhile, but he had become a pretty decent mechanic
over the years. In the corner lay the red tool box his father gave him.
It rusted with years of no use and in it were his father's tools that
hadn't been touched in almost 20 years. He had convinced himself
they wouldn't sell and decided to keep them out of the auction.
He went back to the barn to give the cows some hay. It was cold
and the extra ruffage would be good for them. He climbed to the loft
and threw down a bale of hay.
He remembered the day they put up hay - 100 degrees and
humid. But it rained the next day, just like he thought itwould. He had
to pay $4 an hour, but he got good help and filled the barn. Roy
Rigdon got stuck with hay down for a week before it got dry enough
to bale again.
Still up in the loft, he grabbed the rope he had tied up for the kids to
play on and swung it across the barn. A $2 rope was worth more to
them than their $40 bicycles. But it made sense to him.
* * *
At least the kids got to be on the farm for awhile. Was good for
them but I can see them growing upfasttoo. Tried to keep them from
it. Ju~t so they don't have it like Marie and me.They're getting to that
age. Might be good forthem to know something besides farming. But
it's alii know and alii could give them. Someone ought to tell them I
did alii could. What I thought was best. I did do everything I COUld.I
tried. They have to know I tried.
* * *
He looked through the door toward the house and saw that the
kitchen light was off. Marie had gone to bed early. His head dropped
into his worn leather gloves and he wept. The cows had forgotten he
was even in the barn. Most of them had bedded dawn for the night,
huddled together for warmth.
After awhile he climbed to the rafters to untie the rope. There was
no need to keep it up and have it in the way tomorrow. But his hands
were clumsy from the cold and his gloves were too thick to grasp.
Frustrated, he slid down the rope to the knot at the bottom and
pushed himself back and forth across the barn for What seemed a
very long time.

* * *
Easy to see why kids would rather play in an old barn. Guess it
could be just about anything for them - the way kids think. They say
kids bounce back from things better than us cause they can [ust pick
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up anywhere and go on. I remember when Dad died. He was gone
a long time before that. I watched him. I should have sensed it. Maybe I
did. Mom just went on with everything. Don't think they ever talked
about anything but the farm and the needs of us kids. Never forget
the look in his eyes - blank, open, staring, but not seeing. There he
was right inside the shed hunched over the wheel of the old dump
truck. Had the shed locked up tighter than a tick. Still can't stand the
smell of exhaust. Was the best dump truck we had and still runs like a
gem. Ought to get a good price for it tomorrow. I remember him
saying he never could use a gun - taught me not to use one either.
Don't even own one. Didn't have to. Farmers never go to war.
*

*

*

He jumped off the rope and climbed back up to the loft and onto
the rafter where the rope was tied. His heart pounded against his
chest and he could feel his head throbbing with his pulse. He threw
off his gloves and watched them fall to the ground. Silently, they
landed in the straw without affecting the sleeping cows. He pulled
the rope up to him and was able to untie the knot at the bottom.
Leaving one end tied to the rafter he knotted the other end.
The cows were startled by the sudden jerk and watched the heavy
swing of the rope until it hung still.
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The Sound of My Mother's Hands
by Vic Huntington

The best sound in the world,
the safest,
most secure sound,
is the sound of my mother's feet and hands
closing down the house for the night.
I hear her from my room.
She closes the fireplace screens
she closes and locks the doors, tests them
she gathers used cups
and places them
with hands that once
were red with rash
from washing footprints
the white tiles marking
their pattern in her palms.
She straightens the cushions
on the oak rocker
where I remember her rocking me,
having run with aching ear to her,
seeking the warmth of her breast
to dull the pain,
my body fitting neatly into her lap,
the bow of the wooden legs touching
the floor.
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She quiets the T.V.
I hear her footsteps being swallowed
as she crosses from tiled floors to carpet.
Silence follows her.
Lights click as she passes.
Now bills are stuffed
in my briefcase,
scratched with the years
after graduation
my responsibilities lie
by my purse,
keys to doors
a hundred miles away
that I lock,
doors locked out of necessitynot habit.
I hear the cry
of a police siren
once a day.
Again, I hear the sound of my mother's hands,
and all the loneliness in the world
cannot come into the house
because my mother has sealed it.
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Used Pets
by Brad Oaberko

Dupey lay motionless on the floor. She looked up at me - but she
did not see. Blood trickled out of her mouth and lightly covered the
black and white tile floor of the kitchen. I knelt down and held my
eat's lifeless form in my arms. I was sad, but only to the natural extent
of a person who has lost a pet. I shook my head disgustedly at the
muffled snickers coming from the other room. I never thought it
would come to this, that it would go this far.
Two years ago, after living in my apartment for about two months, I
decided that I needed a pet to keep me company. Since I worked
during the day and would not have been able to take care of a dog or
cat, I decided on a parakeet. Money was even more scarce for me
then than it is now and, since pets are sometimes expensive, I was
forced to go to a second-hand pet store. Now the astute reader
would tend to be skeptical at this point in the story, probably finding it
hard to believe that there exists such a store. And I was equally as
dumbfounded when I happed upon it. I was wandering aimlessly
through the Salvation Army store and there it was. "USED PETS" the
sign read. And though I chuckled that day, as my need for a pet came
about, I figured a bird is a bird so I might as well save some money
and get one second-hand. And directly upon entering the store, I
spotted a cute little used parakeet perched in a cage in the corner.
After a superfluous scrutiny, I decided on the purchase despite my
aversion to the name "JAILBIRD" embossed on the cage. I lifted the
cage and carried it to the counter to find out more about my soon-tobe pet.
NOTE: Before proceeding with the story, I think it appropriate to advise any reader who has found the plot
hard to believe to this point to discontinue reading.
I'll admit that the used pet store sounds a bit fabricated and that the name "Jailbird" is painfully
cliche but, to use another cliche, that's how the
story goes. And as unbelievable as the story has
been thus far, it only gets more incredible from
here on. So please bear with me and I'm positive
that this tale will touch you as it has me.
Anyways, as it turns out, Jailbird was a strikingly appropriate name
because this bird had just been released from pet prison. Remember
... I warned you. But this is all true. Too painfully true I'm afraid. You
see Jailbird had been serving a five-month sentence (that's three
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years to you and me) for drug trafficking. It seems that he had been
involved in a racket that brings marijuana into the country from
Mexico. The smugglers would drive to a house about a mile south of
the border and from there, they would strap small bags of dope to
JB's belly and he would fly it across the line. Once across the border
another group of smugglers would remove the stuff, strap payment
on, and send JB back across into Mexico. I can't exactly remember
how they said that he got busted, but I do remember that the story
was kind of far-fetched and so you really aren't missing an important
part of the plot. So anyway, here I am in this used pet store bUying
this ex-con parakeet. But the price was just too good to pass up.
Jailbird turned out to be a great pet. He didn't eat much, he would
squawk back when I talked to him, and other than that, he was
peaceful and quiet. He did sleep a great deal and watched an
inordinate amount of television, but I could handle that. The best part
was that he was so domestic that I could keep him in the apartment
without putting him in his cage when I went to work in the morning. In
this respect JB was more like a roommate than a pet and we grew
very fond of each other. Eventually, as most pet-owners do, I began
to worry about JB spending so much time alone. Thus, I began
contemplating a second pet. Back to the used pet store. Due to the
fact that my first excursion with a pet had worked so well, I decided
that it wouldn't be a bad idea to try a dog on the condition that it was
well-behaved AND housebroken. Now the reader thinks, "What are
the real chances of finding a well-behaved, housebroken dog at a
USED pet store?" A valid apprehension. But it must have been
predestined that I become a multi-pet owner because upon entering
the pet store for the second time, a beautiful German shepherd sat
sleeping where my JB had been caged only a few weeks earlier. I
inquired. Stinger was an ex-police dog, the kind that are used in
airports to smell luggage for drugs. Bear with me. So, looking for a
change of pace, Stinger quit his job as a canine narc and happened
upon this pet store in his quest for new opportunities. So there I was,
in a matter of two weeks, with an ex-drug smuggling parakeet and an
ex-cop German shepherd.
And they were great company back at the apartment. They got
along well together and to an outsider knowing nothing about the
animal kingdom, they would appear to be brothers. Frequently, I
would return home to find them wrestling in front of the television.
They shared the same plastic toys, they enjoyed the same shows,
and they both loved fresh air. This last interest is an assumption I
made because every night, upon returning home, the windows
would be wide open and, on occasions, the room would even smell
like air freshener. When they asked me to get tham a black light and
some incense I got suspicious. I was so naive. It seems that JB had
skimmed off the top of his deliveries and had his own private stash of
more than two pounds of marijuana hidden under the floor of his
cage. I felt as though my pets had been taking advantage of me. I felt
betrayed. It wasn't so much the fact of what they were doing; it was
the fact that they were doing it behind my back. But I've always been
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fairly liberal and after a lengthy, mature discussion of the issue, I told
them that I didn't care if they got high as long as they didn't do it while
I had company over.
And things went very well from that point until I brought Dupey
home. Dupey was my cat. And keeping with the philosophy that a
used pet is the best pet, Dupey was also a second-hand companion.
She had been a pet at a private girls school on the east coast. She
had been raised on fresh tuna and Chaucer. Plus, she was only a
dollar and a half and was too cute to pass up. But she didn't fit in with
her new peers and that was something that I should have realized
before I bought her. She was refined. She had no street sense.
Dupey was the type of cat that stray cats like to carve their initials in
during a free moment. Her idea of wild and crazy was leaving furballs on the bedspread. But she was very lovable and tried extremely
hard to fit in with the others. But being a little more hard-core, JB and
Stinger would have nothing to do with the cat. I tried to reason with
them, but they were either too disinterested to listen or else too
stoned to. And consequently, because of the differences between
my pets, I was forced to protect Dupey and to favor her over her two
harsh roommates. And need I explain how favoritism is looked upon
by two street-wise house-pets?
What followed then was enough to make Marlin Perkins turn over
in his grave. This author can think of nothing more hideous than two
animals degrading and humiliating another over cruising rights to
my apartment. It was sickening. They started by uncovering all of
Dupey's droppings in her litter box. But Dupey took it in stride and
passively re-covered them. Then they caught her when she was
asleep and they braided her fur. A little groggy when she woke up
later, the prank went unnoticed and poor Dupey proceeded to pull a
jaw muscle trying to bathe herself. They even caught her once when
she was bathing between her hind legs and they tied her legs
together, disabling the poor creature and leaving her with her head
wedged between her bound legs. But these are not really bad as
animal pranks go. I've seen worse at friends' homes. You should see
how zany a goldfish can get if prompted enough. But my two forepets
(if I may use that term) didn't stop at this. They spent hours at a time
smoking joints and thinking of ways to slash at Dupey's iron ego. The
final straw came not too long ago. They laced the bottom of her litter
box with catnip. The next day, after a filling meal, Dupey left to relieve
herself. And JB and Stinger hid and watched as Dupey thrashed
about in her own pride. Dupey drey the line there as would any cat
with any dignity. She knew that her only hope was to approach them
and try to negotiate.
JB and Stinger had anticipated this inevitable tete-a-tete and had
already formulated their terms. Dupey quietly walked into the room
and saw her two antagonistic counterparts. Stinger sat motionless,
expressionless. But JB was grinning like the cat that ate the canary.
He told the humiliated feline their terms: they would cease and
desist if she would get high with them just one time so they could
show her what fun it is. Well, it looks like Dupey is as naive as her new
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owner. I guess JB was just too convincing.

I arrived home early that day because my day at the office had
been slow and uneventful. Wrapped in a playful mood, I thought that I
would try and sneak into the house and see what the troublesome
trio were up to. The key fit silently into the lock and I entered equally
noiseless. "They must have forgotten to open a window," I thought,
as a familiar smell slapped at my nose. I peered into the living room to
see what my friends were up to. They weren't there. CRASH! A noise
from the kitchen. I went over to the swinging doors leading to the
kitchen and eased them minutely apart. Stinger was on the floor
playing a pseudo-drum roll with his paws. J Band Dupey sat perched
atop the Frigidaire. The whole smoky room was dilated. JB took a hit
off the joint and gave it to Dupey to hold. And then, without warning,
he jumped off the icebox and plummeted to the tile floor. Inches
before he hit, his wings grabbed the smoke-filled air and he landed,
roughly but safely. Then the bird and the dog stared up at the cat
above them. They spoke to her but they were so stoned that it was all
gibberish to me. It was something to the effect that cats always land
on their feet and they wanted to see if it could be done stoned. Dupey
swatted a bowl full of plastic fruit down at her audience in defiance.
She felt like she fit in. Or at least it looked that way. She laughed as
she flung herself out past the freezer door and into the air. JB looked
at Stinger and smiled. He knew the cat was in the bag.
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New Soul
by Monika Armstrong

I cried the first time we made love.
I did not know if I cried because I was moved or because I was
disappointed. It was not an auspicious occasion. We had argued
earlier in the day; and after we had finished in bed, we went to the
Dairy Queen and bought two Braziers.
I don't exactly know how it happened. We kind of stumbled into it.
We had no real passion. (We never did.) I seem to remember that I
wished I had been drunk. At least then I wouldn't have had to come
up with as many excuses. I guess I felt a little guilty.
We decided to go out with each other on a weekly basis. I went on
the pill. We saw each other almost every day at work. At the time, he
was a shoe salesman and I was a lingerie clerk at Penny's.
We met at a store Christmas party. I remember being impressed
with him, especially with the fact that he worked on a commission
basis. I worked on straight hourly wages. I felt as if he were somehow
more knowledgeable and important than I. He was someone to be
respected.
He didn't ask me out immediately after the party; I thought
because he wanted to be in control of the relationship. I didn't mind. I
think that for a time, I actually enjoyed playing dating games with him.
When he finally called to ask me out, I told him that I had to go to
Cleveland to visit my Aunt Marge. I didn't have a car.
About a month after the Christmas party, we decided to go out. We
went to see "Rocky" at the mall. We had to wait in line for two hours.
He figured that it had to be good if so many people wanted to see it.
He loved the movie. Of course, I knew he was living vicariously
through Sylvester Stallone during the entire film. I was wishing that I
could have been one of Stallone's socks or T-shirts or something
that came in close contact with his body.
The shoe salesman put his arm around me during the scene when
Rockygets romantic with his girlfriend. I wondered if hewas in love. I
knew that I wasn't.
We had been dating for about three months when he decided to go
back to school. He had quit the first time due to financial problems.
(He told me that he would never let that happen to him again.) He
decided to go to Indiana University and study business. I told him
that he would do very well. I supported my theory with the fact that he
had been so successful as a shoe salesman.
He told me that he would keep in touch while he was away at
college. I didn't believe him.
He left a couple of months later. He was going to start off taking
summer classes. He transferred to the Penny's in Bloomington. I
figured that I would never hear from him again. I was surprised and
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somehow content when he showed up at my house a week after he
moved. He told me that he missed me. School was going very well so
far. He really couldn't tell after only one week, but he had a good
feeling about it. I was beginning to feel that I should be falling in love
with him.
He eventually graduated and asked me to marry him. I accepted.
He already had a job lined up. I didn't have to work anymore, he told
me. I was glad to hear it. I was getting sick and tired of Cross Your
Heart Bras and I Can't Believe It's a Girdle Girdles. I was ready for
something new.
We had a beautiful wedding and honeymooned at Hilton Head,
South Carolina. We stayed for two weeks at Piper's Cove Resort. He
told me that he was in heaven. I doubted that God had stock in South
Carolina, but I thought that the place was very nice, anyway.
After the honeymoon, we moved to Memphis, where he had a job at
Union Planter's Bank. We bought a house on Buena Vista.
He was a little nervous for his first day on the job. We went
shopping the day before to try to calm his nerves. He bought a suit
and a pair of shoes from Goldsmith's. That made him feel a lot better.
It made me feel a lot better, too. I wanted him to be comfortable.
During the first six months of our marriage, I redecorated our
house while he became ensconced in the company. I began to wear
penny loafers and sweaters with ducks all over them. I started
jogging and doing volunteer work. We were settling down in
suburbia.
Our lives continued in an easy fashion for quite some time. We
began to socialize more and more with his business associates and
their wives.
I started doing lunches quite often with the wives. They talked a lot
about shrinks, yoga and Valium. I couldn't understand it all, really. I
wondered where they thought they got stress.
After about a year, I was becoming bored, so I decided that I would
get a job. I wasn't dissatisfied; just bored.

i·

I started working at a quaint little country-type store in Overton
Square. I sold coffee, tea, Jelly Bellies and anything that had bears or
ducks on it. I was content with my life.
He was proud of me, or so he said. He was becoming quite
successful and started to spend a lot of time at the office. (I might
have been a little suspicious; probably because I had seen too many
soap operas. I convinced myself to trust him. Besides, what I didn't
know wouldn't hurt me.) I started to spend a lot of time at the store.
Before too long, I had the opportunity to become part owner of the
store. Of course, I couldn't pass up the chance. The store expanded.
We started selling plants and furniture along with our regular stock. I
thought about introducing lingerie to our line of goods, but I
eventually dismissed the idea. I couldn't find a line in bear or ducky
print.
The shoe salesman began to take a lot of business trips. I never got
lonely. I always kept myself busy. He would call me every night to
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make sure I was doing all right. I sometimes got annoyed with his
calls because I knew that I could take care of myself. I knew, though,
that he worried, so I didn't say anything to him about it.
One day, a man came into the store, looking for a gift for his wife.
He told me that she had been awayon a business trip for two weeks. I
mentioned something about the shoe salesman. We talked about
different things. I found out that he was a writer who had been
published with some relative success. He had the most beautiful
green eyes that I had ever seen. They reminded me of traffic lights.
He came back the next week and told me that his wife adored her
gift. He became a regular customer. Sometimes, he wouldn't buy
anything. He would just talk. I noticed one week that he had quit
wearing his wedding band. I always noticed his hands. They were
manicured and strong. I began to wonder how they felt. I was
beginning to wonder a lot about this man.
I asked him about his ring. He told me that he was having it
repaired. He mumbled something about the irony of it all. I didn't
catch it. I was too busy wondering if he ever wondered about me.
I felt funny that day after the man with green eyes left. I went home
to a note from the shoe salesman saying that he had to go out town
for a couple of days - Louisville, Kentucky. I thought about the
Kentucky Derby. I wondered if he had ever seen horses run. I had
seen horses run when I was very young. I watched a race - I don't
remember who was with me - all I remember is that the lead horse
faltered and fell. Two other horses fell over him. I knew that he had
broken his leg and they would probably kill him. I cried. I cried for the
pitiful horse who spent his life running; running not for himself, but
running for other people ... always running. And to know that one
mistake (made not by him) while running would kill him.
The shoe salesman did not call me that night to make sure that I
was all right.
I had a dream that night about the man with green eyes. I woke up
thinking about him. I went to work wondering if he were going to
come into the store.
He arrived at around one. He asked me out for a drink. I accepted. I
did not feel guilty. I was not doing anything wrong.
We went to a restaurant/barthat
was almost next door to the store.
I ordered a Tanqueray and tonic. He ordered a White Russian. We
talked for hours, and then we went home.
The shoe salesman was still in Louisville. For the first time, I felt
lonely. I didn't miss him. I just felt lonely.
The man with green eyes started coming to see me almost every
day. He brought me one of his books. I read it that evening. I envied
this man for all of the life that he had. I wanted to look through his
green eyes and see just for a minute or two what he saw, and how he
saw it. I wanted to live his life, if only for a moment.
The story I read was utterly beautiful. It concerned a White child's
curiosity about being Black. It made me think about myself, when I
used to wonder what it would be like to be different. I wondered what
it would be like to be Indian, too.

-

manuscripts __

75

I cried after I read the book; not because of sadness, but because
of a strange type of recognition. I didn't know what it was exactly that
I had recognized, but it really didn't matter. I knew that I felt different,
and I felt happy.
I went to Walden's and bought myself some Alice Walker. I couldn't
find a story by an Indian about an Indian, so I bought The Encyclopedia of the American

Indian,

volume I.

I told the man with green eyes about my purchase. I think he was a
little surprised. He told me that he got an idea for a book from Alice
Walker. He suggested that I start writing. He told me that I seemed
the type that could do it. I didn't know what he meant by that, but I
believed him at any rate.
I found myself thinking about things more than ever before in my
life. I started to wonder if I had made the right choice. I found myself
wanting so desperately for the shoe salesman to come home and
assure me that I was content, but he didn't. He didn't come home in
time.
The man with green eyes and I went out to dinner a few days after I
had read his second book. We went to Silky's and ate seafood. I
ended up drinking five or six drinks. I didn't count his. I guess I got a
little tipsy. I began to talk about things that I would have been
embarrassed to mention around anyone else.
I told him about the time when I was about three that I stripped on
my parents' coffee table in front of company.
I told him I dreamt of being a dancer.
I told him that I was bored with my life.
I told him that the shoe salesman and I had never really had any
kind of excitement or passion. He was gone most of the time
anymore. The man with green eyes told me that he and his wife were
about the same. I said No, you don't understand. I said That is
impossible. I said How could you and your wife be anything like the
shoe salesman and me? You are you and he is he. And you are you
and she is she, he told me. From what I can gather, your husband and
my wife are quite similar, he said.
I agreed and I thought to myself and probably said out loud, I want
to drown in your beautiful green eyes. I want to know what it's like to
die in your eyes.
I told him that I had dreamt about him. (He looked at me and did not
say a word.)
I told him that I was in love with him.
It was then that I learned how his hands felt. I remember it all so
vividly. He reached across the table and grasped my hand. It felt like
how I always imagined God's hand would feel. It was so warm and
smooth and strong.
We left Silky's and got into his car. He drove without speaking a
word. He knew that he didn't need to say anything, really. He played
Moonlight Sonata on his cassette player. I felt alive as I never had
before.
I cried the first time we made love.

/

__

76

_

October
by Rhet Lick/iter
We moved through October. Each day, each night, turned together
like well-greased
gears, turning the mornings and afternoons,
through a thousand shades of grey. Shadows stretched across
evening sidewalks, they moved. We moved like the hands of a clock,
slowly climbing, coming back down. We straightened the calendar
on the kitchen wall. We locked the doors and heard the sound of
children in the park below our balcony. We moved through October.
Through 31 segments of 24 hours, we moved. And we sang, we sang
about strangers - "look at their shoes" - and we moved, together we
watched our hair fall into the sink while the music from a car radio
rose 20 floors. The furnace came on smelling of electricity. We went
to the window and watched steam rush from the sewers, watched
the October darkness, like time lapse, surround the city, and remove
the light from our faces.
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I Spend Every Christmas on Death Row
by Jay Lesandrini
My mother died on December 26; and, I spend every
Christmas on Death Row. It's hard to be "merry" when death
looms in the recesses of your mind. It's hard to celebrate the
anniversary of my mother's death.
My mother spent two years on Death Row inside her cancer
cell, but she died without walking the long corridor to an
electric chair. Instead, she simply lay there - helpless, and
waited for death to come to her.
The Grim Reaper carries no scythe, he carries
except life away from those we love.

nothing -
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MISSING
by Debbie Edwards
Allyson's missing.
And somehow psychological insights and philosophical interpretations of life's subtle paradoxes don't mean a damn thing. Because,
when you come right down to it, it's who you care about. That's what
makes your world. And it doesn't matter how you rationalize love, or
caring, or commitment; it doesn't matter what you choose to call it.
And all the theories about environment and social bonding - the
technical aspects of why we love - seem hollow and cold. They are
to fill white space in thick leather-bound volumes, to be read for class
discussion. They are not meant for those of us who feel.
But I will join the sophists. I will ponder life's nuances from behind
my over-sized desk in a barren, white office. And I will fill the long
yellow sheets of my legal pad with captivating paragraphs which will
touch the core of your conscience.
For I am a writer, and that is my job.
And with my words I will pluck that fine thread which unites
humanity - I will make you care. And then, with my metaphors and
symbolism, I will tell you why. Because people always want to know
why, maybe they need to know why.
But it won't make you a better person; it won't change what you
feel.
I outline the "Tuesday" heading on my appointment calendar. The
pen line forms a fat bubble around the swollen, black cursive lettering.
No one has heard from Allyson since last Saturday.
The words spill from my mind, and soon the pages are full. Perhaps
another award-winning feature: The Plight of the City's Homeless.
Glutted with stunning parallels and empassioned pleas. You will feel
every block of copy. And I will have completed another day's work. I
lay my pen on the textured vinyl edge of my desk pad. My head falls
into my hands, and my eyes close. My fingers hold tightly to my head,
intertwined in short, thick hair.
I could be sick right now, if I let my mind go. If I let myself feel totally unrestrained - I would retch. My neck is tense, my stomach
muscles rigid. I press my knees close together.
Ilet my fi ngers slip down the back of my neck to massage the top of
my spine. My mind regains control of my body, and I stretch.
I've always had this power, this fantastic control over my feelings.
The saying is "mind over matter," but "mind over emotions is much
more valuable. I developed it when I was young, perfected it as the
years passed, as the number of people I cared about grew larger.
I feel more deeply than others. I care too much. I'd bet you'd love for
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me to tell you why. But it makes no difference. I know it is dangerous,
and I keep tight reign on my emotions. If who you care about makes
you~ world, and if you care too deeply, for too many, your feelings
begin to tap the life from you. You become perilously vulnerable;
your destiny is no longer your own.
So, out of self-preservation, I developed my power, my armor
against these feelings. I bury my vulnerability deep within my body,
and my mind is its sentinel. I put on my personality each morning, and
I am protected. No one guesses the depth of my sensitivity. I lean on
my loved ones constantly, but they are unaware of it. They hurt me,
often, and never know it. To them, I am strong, a human fortress.
It all seems to balance out in the end, sofar. But I worry, and I never,
ever, forget.
"If you weren't my father, I wouldn't even like you - I just can't
stand you." That's what I said to the man I've come to admire most in
the world. To the one who shows me constant patience and understanding. To the one who taught me selflessness. And I'd shouted
these words in rage, with a wicked glare. And I'd watched my dad's
face lose its color as he hung his head. And I'd seen the water come
to his brown eyes. And I'd heard his voice crack, then waver.
"Okay, if that's the way you feel."
And he'd closed my bedroom door.
At the time, Ifelt no regret. I was 14.Call it "growing pains." Sanctify
it with rationale of adolescent behavior. Categorize it any way you
choose. My dad has forgotten those words were ever spoken, but
they linger in my mind. In that moment of anger, I'd hurt the one I love
the most and, in doing so, hurt myself more than anyone else ever
could. Even as I sit here, ten years later, the memory could move me
to tears.
But I don't let it.
I hearthe large window panes in my office shake, a nervous tremor.
Must be a storm outside. Here, downtown, the buildings are so close
that you can't see the sky through the windows, not without getting
down on hands and knees and squinting upward. All I see from my
desk is brick wall. I don't concern myself with the weather - it always
looks like night.
Still, it's getting late, and I grab my briefcase and head out to my
favorite delicatessen.
Sinking into the booth's red leatherette bench, I take a long drink
of my Diet-Coke. A mound of stiff-looking macaroni and cheese sits
before me in a small, ivory bowl. It is a perfect yellow ball; the lady
used an ice cream scoop to spoon it up. Myfork pullsatthe mass, and
soon a small rounded glob comes loose. It is soft and thick, with no
particular taste at all. But I swallow each bite slowly, enjoying the
warmth it brings. As I scan the evening paper, my stomach muscles
tighten once again.
Allyson is missing.
My mind analyzes the situation, looking for a solution. Nothing can

---
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happen to her - I care too much. No one close to me has ever died. I
wonder how strong my power is. I wonder what would happen if I lost
control.
My hand shakes, and I can hear the rattle of the ice cubes as I raise
the foam cup to my lips. I catch two of the cool, slick cubes between
my teeth. I hold them there, long after my drink is finished. I bite down
hard and search for answers.
She was on her way back from Florida, spring break, and with
another girl, Shirley, who I've only met through description in letters
and references in conversation. They called Allyson's parents on
Saturday from Chattanooga. There had been an accident. Allyson
had whiplash, Shirley a broken arm.The car was being fixed, and they
would be on their way back to campus in a few hours.
And hours turned into days as the phone lay silent.
I was called early Monday, her mother hoping she had stopped in
Indianapolis on her way back to Carbondale. She hadn't. It's not
really on her way at all.
And at that moment the tension started, building as the hours
passed. My mind will work overtime tonight.
I leave some change for the busboy and make my way, through
glass doors, to the wet city pavement. The rush-hour rain has given
the city texture. Somehow, everything seems more tactile after a
storm. The early evening sun shines through dark, rolling clouds and
gives the streets an eerie glow. As I wait at the intersection of
Washington and Pennsylvania, I spot him in an alcove.
The street painter. In worn, soiled clothing, with unwashed and
uncut hair hanging from beneath a black stocking cap. His hands,
with blackened nails, tremble.
He is dirty; he lies; he has too many vices.
And yet each morning he sets up his easel and pulls out a snow
white canvas. He prepares his palate and cleans the metal blade that
he paints with by scraping it on his shoe. Then, he wipes his shoe on
the curb.
His paint is thick, unmixed acrylic. On cold mornings I've seen him
warm the thin metal tubes by rolling them in his sticky hands.
His lungs are filled with phlegm, and he wheezes when he
breathes deep.
Soon the blade will be bathed in bright, un-muted color. The paint
lies thick on his canvas, uneven.
Everyday he stands in the same position, and everyday he paints
the same picture. A portrait of a man with gaunt cheeks and sightless
eyes. His lines are sharp, his colors bold. His art is the work of a
madman.
Though the stoplight has changed many times, I stay to study his
creation. I watch him stare into the crowd and then, with painstaking
effort, paint a portrait of himself.
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He disgusts me.
He is a man overcome with his own sentiments. He cares for no
one. And today his art is more brutal than ever before.
The blade cuts wide strokes into the paint on the canvas. Looking
through his greasy bangs, I see his milky, blue eyes. He stares at me
for a moment, then quickly turns his head. He paints furiously. He
must have cared once; there was too much pain in his glance.
And now I watch as a man reduced by the strength of his own
emotions paints the only thing left that he is capable of caring for. He
is not alive. He is a ghost.
My eyes fill with tears as the wash of colors slowly comes into full
form. My muscles constrict, and my throat tightens. For today, the
face on the canvas is mine. And I realize that I have to change - I
must. Or I will soon become this man's comrade. The mind is not
stronger than emotion - I have just been lucky.
I turn and make my way across the dark, wet concrete of the city
street. A light drizzle begins to fall.
And Allyson is still missing.
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The Family Codicil
by Susan Fordyce

CHARACTERS
K~HenMatthews
Winston Evans, Karefl family attorney
Richard Karefl
Charles Davidson, attorney
Margo Karell, Richard's wife
SETTI~G: The Karell mansion in the comfortable, wood-panelled
den which had belonged to Judge James Stephen Karell-the father
of Karen Matthews and Richard Karell-when he was alive. Two
large many-paned windows look out onto the rolling countryside and
reveal a bright, clear June day. A fireplace and mantel cover one wall.
Over the fireplace hangs a large painting of a clown-a beautiful,
colorful clown, not a hobo. There is a hand-carved wooden desk with
leather chairs nearby. On the desk are a pen and pencil set in a brass
holder, a telephone, a crystal paperweight, a small desk lamp, and
three framed photographs of a clown with a man and two young
children. Behind the desk is a wall safe. The room has been tastefully
and expensively decorated and has a number of small expensive
occasional pieces and accessories. There is a door in the wall
opposite the fireplace.
TIME: The Present.
A Play in One Act. Noon. A weekday in mid-June.
(KAREN MATTHEWS, wearing sweat pants, a striped T-shirt, and
scuffed, soiled, well-worn sneakers, stands looking out one of the
windows. Her large well-worn, cloth bag lies on the floor near ~er feet.
There is a casual ease about her and she seems to be mtently
watching something. MARGO KARELL, well-dressed and with the air
of self-importance,
enters. Throughout
Margo's presence on stage
she continually
puts her hand in the pocket of her skirt.)

MARGO: Oh, there you are, Karen. Richard and I have been looking
everywhere. We knew you were here somewhere when we saw that
truck of yours.
(KAREN remains

at the window

and does not respond.)

MARGO: Really, Karen, why do you always make people hunt you
down? Life is so much simpler when people are where they're
supposed to be.
KAREN: (Remaining where she is and showing no apparent concern
over the conversation.)
Winston's instructions said "Father's den."
Perhaps you didn't receive the same instructions-or perhaps you
misread them.
MARGO: (Moving slowly around the room with the close attention
and attitude
of
surroundings-as

a

new owner becoming
accustomed
to his new
if settling in.) Misread the instructions? Why, of
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course, how silly of me.That must have been it. Attorney's instructions
always have been miles over my head. But then we can't all be
Wellesley like you, can we? (Ufting a vase from the mantel.)
Exquisite. Simply exquisite.
KAREN: Such a relief, Margo, that you find my father's taste
acceptable. Could it be that you have your eye on some of the
choicer items? The house, for instance?
MARGO: That is what we're here for, isn't it, dearest? To divvy up the
spoils. (Looking Karen up and down.) Speaking of taste, couldn't you
have worn something a little more ... well, you know ... appropriate ...
just for today? It's a blessing your mother isn't here to see you like that.
KAREN: This is your big day, not mine. The high point of my day will
be taking 15 girl scouts to play softball at 3:30. I'm here because of
Winston's letter. My father's will can tell me nothing I want to know. I
would rather have my father than his money.
MARGO: That certainly is noble of you ... to have no interest in the
money. With Paul still teaching mathematics at Harvard, I don't
suppose a few million is going to make any real difference in your life.
Besides, who knows, there may be a surprise or two in that will.
KAREN: Money isn't everything. And I wouldn't count on too many
surprises if I were you. Carson told me about the visit you paid Daddy
the morning he died. You've never fooled Daddy for a minute. Not
since the first day Richard brought you home. Richard is the only one
who hasn't figured it out.
MARGO: Whatever could there be for Richard to "figure out?" I
simply dropped by to visit your father. Nothing sinister in that, is
there? We had a lovely chat. He needed someone to talk to who
cared about him. You don't seem to realize how lonely he'd been
since your mother died.
KAREN: My mother has been dead for two years, and you suddenly
saw that Daddy needed a friend. Please, Margo. Save it for Richard.
Motherand Daddy lived in a world all their own with theirown special
language. They were almost secretive. They never even included
Richard and me. It isn't likely you could have given him the kind of
comfort he needed. Believe meyour little visit did notfool him, notfor
one second.
MARGO: Who is trying to fool whom here? Just listen to little Miss
Wellesley and her virtuous disdain for money.
(RICHARD KARELL enters, and his presence interrupts the conversation. Neatly dressed in a light-weight suit, he has an air of selfcontentment about him. He moves with the ease of a person who
knows who he is and is comfortable with that knowledge. He goes
immediately to his sister, gives her a warm hug and kiss, and then
stands back and looks her over affectionately.)
RICHARD: Karen, how lovely to see you. It's been too many weeks.
You're looking as wholesome as ever.
KAREN: (Returning Richard's affection.) It's good to see you, too,
Richard.
RICHARD: Where's Paul? Don't tell me he didn't come with you.
KAREN: He's at Bower's Lake with the kids. He'd promised them a
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camping trip as soon as school was out. Besides he thought we
could handle this business without him.
MARGO: He never was interested in the family ... well, in the family.
KAREN: In the family what, Margo? Were you going to say "money?"
MARGO: No, just in the family. Some people leave important matters
to chance. I'm not one of them.
KAREN: Yes, I know. You never were. And you're right about Paul's
not being interested. But it's the money that doesn't interest him.
MARGO: (Looking at her watch and gOing to the phone.) By the way,
and speaking of money, where do you suppose our Mr. Evans is? It
would be nice to get this business underway. He said "noon" and it's
already 12:15. What could be keeping him? Perhaps we should
phone his office.
RICHARD: Relax, Margo, Evans will be here anytime. Carson will
show him in.
KAREN: You have nothing to worry about. I'm sure Daddy arranged
for Richard to get his fair share. If this were Mother's will, who knows?
She might have given the whole thing to one of her charities.
MARGO: You just won't give your mother credit, will you? You
always resented her work. Katheryn Jane Karell was such a lovely
woman ... always knew just the right thing to do ... how to meet the
right people. She had a ... a flair about her.
KAREN: My mother, Margo, was interested in her committees and
the awards she got for saving the world.
MARGO: You never did understand her. You've never understood
women like her.
KAREN: You're right I don't understand. Saviors give me a pain.
MARGO: She wasn't a savior. She gave herself to the world. And she
honored your father by doing it. Carrying his family name into the
community ... And you, too. She did it for you. Out of love for you.
RICHARD: I'm afraid Karen's right, Margo. Motherwasgone much of
the time. Family never seemed to be especially important to her.
KAREN: Mother knew little, if anything, about love ... especially
about the kind of love children need. She was a fund-raiser. Money.
That's what she thought was important. Money and recognition.
MARGO: You're rnissinq the whole point. Money is important. It
does matter. You both walk around with your heads in the clouds.
What can be accomplished without money? Neither of you ever
knew her. If you had known who she was, who she really was, you
would never say these things. She gave you both the world, and you
don't even know it.
RICHARD: She did give us a lot Margo ... introduced us to the best
people, sent us to the best schools ...
KAREN: But those were things ... just things. Where was she for us?
Not around. Never around. Neverwhere we could touch her. She left
us alone so she could give us the best? She was nothing like Daddy.
He was always there. Our birthdays. Oh, Richard, remember our
birthdays and the clowns? Those wonderful, beautiful, funny clowns.
RICHARD: Yes, he always made sure we had a clown. I think he liked
the clowns more than we did.
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KAREN: .And remember those circuses. That was on~ good ~hi~~
Mother did, Margo, and I'll admit it. Every year she organlzed.a eirehe
!or the St. Thomas Home for Children. It was the o~e project sse,
Included us in. We'd gowith Daddyand have the best time ..Ofcour
n
Mother was off doing her organizing while we were eating cott~e
candy and peanuts. But those clowns ... how Daddy did love t
clowns.
r
MARGO: Neitherofyou
ever understoodjust
how much your mothe
s
was doing for you ... how much she loved you. Things are not alWaY
d
the way they seem. Your father knew. He knew who she was an t
U
what she had sacrificed. On the very day he died, he talked abo
how close they had been and how lonely he was without her.
RICHARD: The day he died? When did you talk to Father on the daY
he died?
MARGO: Well ... that morning ... I talked to him that morning.
RICHARD: You never mentioned you had called him t~at day.
f
MARGO: I didn't exactly call him. I ... I came to see him. I sort 0
dropped in.
RICHARD: But why? You weren't in the habit of dropping in on
Father. I don't understand why you came here and why didn't you tell
me about it before now?
MARGO: It seemed unimportant at the time. I drove over very ea_rIY·
Carson had just lit a fire to take the chill off the room and was getting
some papers out of the safe for your father when I arrived ~o
he suggested I wait in here. He even brought me some coffee. I rn
sure he didn't mind. It was all very pleasant. Then when your father
came down, we had breakfast. I'm sure I wasn't in the way.
RICHARD: But why? Why did you come here?
MARGO: To talk to your father ... just to visit, what else?
RICHARD: Since you and I had been here only two days before, "just
to visit" doesn't make much sense.
MARGO: I was in the neighborhood, and I ...
RICHARD: Margo, we live nearly 45 miles from here.
MARGO: Well, all right. I'm not ashamed of it. If you must know, I
came to talk to your father about ... well, about the way things are for
law professors ... how they ... how they have to live on such limited
salaries ... how limited their opportunities
are.
RICHARD: Oh, Margo, you should never have done that.
MARGO: How was I supposed to know he was going to have a heart
attack that afternoon?
I didn't cause it, you know. He had said on
Sunday he didn't feel well. You heard him ... you heard him say that
very thing yourself.
RICHARD: Yes, yes, I suppose I did, but you should never have ...
MARGO: I wouldn't have had to, you know, if you hadn't just settled
for that ridiculous professorship.
A man with your promise. Your
talent. Your possibility. Stuck ... drying up in front of a classroom of
"eager" faces when you could have been a senator or a judge like
your father. I married a man with a "future" ... a social position ... and
... and ...
RICHARD: And what, Margo? A father with money? Is that it? The
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money? (MARGO turns away from Richard and doesn't answer.) Is
that it?
MARGO: Yes ... yes, that's it. Richard, if you won't look after our
interests, then I will. You don't consider me. What about me? What
do I deserve? To be stuck, drying up at faculty wives' luncheons?This
is our way out. I'm not ashamed of my little visit. I was willing to do
whatever I had to.
RICHARD: Well, then this is your day, isn't it, my dear? Evans will be
here any moment, and your ...
(WINSTON EVANS and CHARLES DA VIDSON enter. Both men are
dressed in conservative suits and carrying briefcases. EVANS is also
carrying a small leather suitcase.)
RICHARD: Well, Margo, your dreams are about to come true.
(Immediately he turns his attention from Margo and moves to shake
hands with Winston Evans and his companion.) Ah, Evans, nice to
see you again.
WINSTON EVANS: Yes, yes, good to see you. May I introduce
Charles Davidson? Richard Karell, his wife Margo, and Karen Karell
Matthews. (Everyone makes the appropriate gestures with handshakes and "how-do-you-do's.'? Mr. Davidson represents the interest
of the St. Thomas Home for Children, which has been listed as a legal
heir in your father's will. (EVANS moves to the desk, sets the leather
suitcase on the floor, places his briefcase on top, opens it, sits in the
desk chair, and begins shuffling through his papers.) If you will all
have a seat, we can begin.
(Everyone chooses a chair and sits down and there is soft chatter in
the process. Margo sits in a chair which places her in front of the
others.)
WINSTON EVANS: Today, as you all know, we are here to reveal the
last will and testament of Judge James Stephen Karell. I have three
copies of the will. If you will take these ... (He hands one to Karen, one
to Richard and Margo, and one to Charles Davidson.) Trust funds
which have been set up for each of the grandchildren are explained
in the last five pages. The remainder of the behest which directly
involves you all is quite simple and straightforward. Karen Karell
Matthews is to be given the specified leather suitcase and all
contents-which
I have right here. Richard Stephen Karell is to
receive the specified oil painting of a clown-the one hanging over
the fireplace, I believe. The St.Thomas Children'S Home is to receive
all other moneys and properties as are contained in the estate.
(EVANS hands KAREN the suitcase.)
MARGO: Impossible! Everything goes to the St. Thomas Children's
Home?
KAREN: (Starts to laugh.) My God, Margo, you were right. There are
surprises. Richard gets a painting. All your planning ... all your work
for nothing. And I get a suitcase.
MARGO: (Standing and becoming considerably agitated.) This must
be a joke. A cruel and miserable joke. We're his family. The people
who loved him.
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KAREN: (Begins opening the suitcase.
Continues
to laugh.) You
know, Margo, I nearly didn't come here today. But that look on your
face after all these years of your scheming ... that look alone was
worth the trip. (KAREN, while the other conversation
continues,
removes a note from the suitcase, reads it, and slowly removes a
clown suit from the suitcase. It is the same clown suit worn by ~he
clown in the painting. The others are so involved in Margo's reactIon
they pay no attention to Karen.)
MARGO: You've obviously made a mistake.
WINSTON EVANS: No, Mrs. Karell, this is not a joke. And there nas
been no mistake.
MARGO: Well, there must be ... or ... or we'll contest ... we'll contest
the will. That's it, we'll make them change it in court. If you think we're
gOing to stand still and let this happen, you are sadly mistaken. Isn.'t
that right, Richard? Tell him. Tell him we're not going to let thiS
happen ... that we'll contest the will.
RICHARD: Margo, just calm down. I'm not sure we want to contest
anything.
CHARLES DAVIDSON: You may not realize what this means to th?
Children's Home, Mrs. Karell. It would have had to close its doors If
not for the generous support of Judge Karell and his wife. As yOU
probably know, they have an especially close tie to the Home and
have repeatedly helped us over the years. This is just one last
kindness ...
MARGO:
Kindness?
Inheriting an estate this size is hardly a
"kindness." It's the opening of a whole new world. And if you think I'm
going to stand by and let this money slip through our fingers ... and
let this foolish gesture ruin my ... our ... chances for a whole new life,
think again. We're entitled to it. By rights, we are entitled to it.
CHARLES DAVIDSON: Of course, I appreciate your disappointment.
I
can see that this money meant a lot to you. But I hope after you have
had time to reflect on the circumstances,
you'll reconsider.
MARGO: (Composing
herself, she removes an envelope from the
pocket of her skirt and begins walking slowly around the room with it
in her hand.) There will be no reconsidering,
Mr. Davidson.
RICHARD:
Margo, Father was entitled to distribute
his money
however he wanted.
MARGO: I said there will be no reconsidering, Richard. None. You
will begin the necessary proceedings at once.
RICHARD: We'll discuss this later.
MARGO: There will be no discussion. You will begin proceedings
this very minute.
WINSTON EVANS: Please, Mrs. Karell ...
MARGO: Don't "please" me, Mr. Evans. If those proceedi ngs are not
begun at once, there will be some very sorry people.
RICHARD: What do you mean by such a threat? In what way will
anyone be sorry?
.
MARGO: (Shaking the envelope which she has been carrying at
Richard.) This, my dear high-and-mighty
Mr. Harvard law professor,
is what I mean. This. (RICHARD starts to take the envelope, but
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MARGO pulls away from him.) No, no. Let me just give you the highlights ... the salient points as you might say. St. Thomas Children's
Home. Two-year-old girl. Illegitimate.
Abandoned by mother.
Adopted at age five by Daniel and Rebecca Lodge. Do those names
sound familiar to anyone? Child named: Katheryn Jane Lodge.
RICHARD: My God, let me see that. Where did you get this?
MARGO: It just happened to be with those papers Carson removed
from the safe that day I was here. Your mother was illegitimate. She
was adopted. She was a nothing. You Karells with all your money, all
your power, all your prestige ... your mother was a nothing. And if you
think I won't use this, you are very mistaken. All of your father's fine
uppity friends will know-every last one of them-unless you contest
that will.
(WINSTON EVANS and CHARLES DAVIDSON begin to collect their
papers to leave. They are clearly embarrassed by this exchange.)
KAREN: (KAREN standing behind the others with the clown suit held
up in front of her.) Richard. Richard, look. Look at me.
(RICHARD and everyone else turn to look at Karen. He is visibly
stunned.)
RICHARD: My God, Oh, my God. The clown.
KAREN: Daddy's note says, "I hope this brings you as much joy as it
did your mother." Richard, it was Mother. The clown Daddy loved
was Mother.
(The attorneys leave without a word.)
MARGO: (Standing in the center of the room and nearly screaming at
Richard.) I'm warning you. I'm warning you, Richard. Everyone ... do
you hear me ... everyone will know.
(RICHARD has walked overto KAREN who is still holding the clown
suit in front of her and put his arm around her shoulder. They leave
without a word.)
CURTAIN
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Stylization
by Rhet Lickliter

What looks like a mouth?
A banana turned sideways looks like a mouth.
What looks like eyes?
Some fish look like eyes.
What looks like a nose?
A deflated balloon looks like a nose.
What looks like ears?
Some cuts of beef look like ears.
What looks like hair?
Vines look like hair.
What looks like a neck?
A telephone

pole looks like a neck.
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